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NO LEADING IMPORT IS HIGHER 
THAN SUBARU IN OWNER LOYALTY. 


Subaru owners have a lot in common. 
Including the habit of trading in one Subaru 
for another Subaru? 

If that isn‘t the best endorsement any 
car can earn, we don’t know what is. 

One good reason people stick with 
Subaru is for its day in, day out reliability. The 
last time Road and Track surveyed Subaru 
owners, they reported ”... one of the most 
trouble-free cars we ever surveyed.”"" 

Another reason is the wide choice of 
models. There’s the sporty 2-door hardtop. The 
luxurious 4-door sedan, The versatile hatch- 
back. And the roomy station wagon. 

Every Subaru has full-time front wheel 
drive. In addition, three of our models — 
Hatchback, Station Wagon, Brat — are also 
available with On Demand Four Wheel Drive. 
Which is four wheel drive at the flick of a lever. 
Without stopping. 

(Any other 4 wheeler around requires 
a full stop before switching. 


HTHbR.trow AND comPANy.1980 SURVEY, 
‘OF LATE MODEL Owl 
We ROAD &TRACK — "NOVEMBER 1979 ISSUE 
| AVAILABLE ON CERTAIN MODELS. 
tt ipeeee EPA ESTIMATES FOR OUR FWD 5-SPEED HATCHBACK. 


And stopping is exactly what you can’t 
do sometimes.) 

Some attractive options we offer are 
the Hill-Holder™ (a device on our manual 
transmission models! that keeps you 
from drifting back after stopping on 
steep hills), as well as power windows 
and power steering, AM/FM stereo, 
cassette deck, cruise control. All the 
wonderful unnecessities of driving. 

Plus one huge necessity: out- 
standing gas mileage. Our cars are 
designed to squeeze every last mile 
out of every last drop. Year after year. 

Just remember that it’s 
quite easy to find an inexpensive car. The trick 
is to find one that stays that way. 


SUBARU. 


INEXPENSIVE. AND BUILT 
TO STAY THAT WAY. 


MICKETE.EREIGHT. 
QFFICE- 
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Friendly 


persuasion. 


hat would 
it take 
to persuade you to join 
the Payroll Savi ings Plan 
and buy US. Savings 
Bonds? 

We could appeal to 
your patriotic feelings 
about America. Because 
Bonds help your country 
in many ways. 

Or we could point out 
the dangers of not saving. 
Of not preparing for the 
future. Saving to help you 
through the bad times or 
to take advantage of the 
good times. 

But rather than play 
off your emotions, we'll 
just point out in a very 
friendly way that Bonds 
are one of the easiest ways 
to save. Even if saving 
has always been difficult 
for you. The Payroll 
Savings Plan sets aside a 
little from each paycheck 
toward the purchase of 
Savings Bonds. And 
that’s a nice way of saving, 
because you'll hardly miss 
it, Butif you need it, it’ll 
be there. Just like a friend. 

Now if that doesn't 
persuade you, well, 
there’s always the tax 
benefits. 


ek % 
Take 5 %& 
stoc Sinn oo 
in America. 
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When you put part of your savings 
into U.S, Savings Bonds you're 
helping to build a brighter future 
for your country and for yourself 
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"The truth is, 
T would speak for the quality 
of Smirnoff anytime. 


Its value _ 
speaks for itself.” 


FLEE BAILEY, 
trial lawyer. 


“Everyone admitted to the bar at my house, always gets 
Smirnoff. And no one ever raises an objection. 


“Some might argue that Smirnoff®vodka costs more. I'll concede 
that. But consider this... for just a little more than you pay for ordinary vodkas, 
you can have the great quality of Smirnoff, 
“Faced with evidence like this you can reach just one 
conclusion. Smirnoff is simply the best value in vodka. 
Trest my case.” , f 
: There’s vodka, and then there’s Smirnoff. 


0 & 100 PROCF DISTILLED FROM GRA PIERRE SMIRNOFF FLS (DN JF HEUBLEIN. INC 1 HARTFORD. CT-—" MADE 


The V45 Magna. 


Everything that has come before it 
will soon be behind it. 


ALWAYS WEAR A HELMET AND EYE PROTECTION. Specifications and i ability subject 
Fora {ree brochure, see your Honda dealer. Or write: American Honda Motor ( 


: so, 
= : 
~ es —— - SS ee ce ene NRE: rap re pe Se ¥ 


: : . = ne Stars “ wg age iene Le 


a 


Some great ideas take years ver™ engine. Magna offers something else. 
to beac ed. ak y The strongest, y Low performance. When you s 
seconds y a ver. down ona Magna, y 


I rat aulic clutch and super e 
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and traditional Americ in styling TRAC™ Torque Reactive Ant 
dive Control"™ helps keep the 
machine level in hard braking 


te eo, HONDA 
But maybe high perform- 


n't enough for you. So the FOLLOW THE LEADER 


KATE KENNEDY 


GEN BRADLEE, JA, Bu 


TOSCHES LAWREN 


HOUSECALL 


Eighteen hours a day, seven days a week, fifty-two weeks a year, 
year in and year out, standing in the wet chill of winter streets or leg- 
dragging hot along summer sidewalks -this is the "life" of a 
Moonie, a member of the Rev. Sun Myung Moon's so-called Unifi- 
cation Church, a creature who exists for only one purpose: to raise 
money for Moon. For almost three years Kate Kennedy, a friendly, 
intelligent, and ambitious teenager, existed as a mindless robot, 
making up to $90,000 tax-free for Moon in one year alone by selling 
candy and flowers and begging for donations. Kate had spent a 
weekend at a Moonie indoctrination center, curious about a com- 
munity that seemed to be committed to the spirituality of its mem- 
bers and the welfare of the world. Innocent of their masterful brain- 
washing techniques, Kate believed their promises and, after a 
weekend stretched into ninety days, found herself "incapable of 
making a decision: | was ordered and | obeyed, moving in a 
trance.” Kate's chilling story, "The Devil's Work” (page 52), is part of 
a book she wrote with her father, Tom, who is an American newspa- 
perman living in Europe and whose decision to kidnap his daugh- 
ter from the Moonies ended her nightmare. Tom writes of his an- 
guish while he was trying to decide whether “to violate Kate's 
constitutional rights by kidnapping her or letting her stay in the cult 
and be destroyed." Finally, knowing that his daughter was in “terri- 
ble physical and mental jeopardy,” Tom realized that she had to be 
forcibly saved from herself. Because increasing numbers of disaf. 
fected children are being robbed of their minds and their money by 
the manipulations of such dime-store Messiahs, the experiences of 
Tom and Kate Kennedy will become even more common, and the 
lessons they both learned, even more important. 

Unlike Kate Kennedy. most of the girls who end up as prostitutes 
‘on Los Angeles’s notorious Hollywood Boulevard had abusive par- 
ents and, on the face of it, nothing to live for. "What was.| supposed 
to do?" asks Sabrina, who at sixteen was already a $300-a-night 
whore. “| had no choice,” she told reporter Bill Lawren in “The Old. 
est Profession, the Youngest Victims’ (page 76). “My parents didn't 
want me; my psychiatrist told me | was nuts.” So Sabrina went out 
and found somebody who wanted her. And in Sabrina’s case, as in 
the case of all too many runaway kids, that somebody was a pimp. 
Once he established himself as the understanding father she 
never had, he quickly put her to work. Pimps, Lawren discovered, 
maintain a discipline that the Reverend Moon might envy—using 
nightly quotas (Sabrina’s started at $200), beatings, and sexual 
quidelines (“get a nice little Oriental-they’re usually not cops, they 
get off fast, they pay, they bow, and they're gone”). And, like the 
Moonies, most of these children never escape. As a police detec- 
tive told Lawren; "If these ki ire exposed to this kind of thing for 
more than three weeks . . , they'll be into crime for the rest of their 
lives." 

When Robert Redford, in director Sydney Pollack's movie Three 
Days of the Condor, found himself in mortal danger, he depended 
on the bravery and integrity of the press to save his life, But in Pol- 
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lack's most recent film, Absence of Malice, Paul Newman's repu- 
tation is shattered, and another character is driven to suicide by the 
incompetence and greedy ambition of a newspaper reporter. Ab- 
sénce of Malice has provoked a national controversy about the 
role and responsibilities of the press, and, in outspoken discus- 
sions with Penthouse contributing editor Bob Spitz, Newman, Pol- 
lack, and screenwriter Kurt Luedtke make it clear that Absence of 
Malice was not just another movie project- they are all genuinely 
angry and disgusted by what they perceive to be the excesses 
and abuses of newspapers and other media, which then hide be- 
hind the First Amendment for sanctuary ("Why Is Paul Newman 
Mad as Hell and Not Going to Take It Anymore?” page 80) 

Their comments are put into perspective by an introductory es- 
say by CBS-TV media critic Jeff Greenfield, who says that millions 
of Americans share an increasing fear and mistrust of the media 
and that reporters should think about the issues raised by the film, 
rather than simply attacking it. But, on the other hand, anyone who 
is too disgusted by the performance of the media should read Pulit- 
zer Prize—winning reporter Harrison Salisbury’s "Advise and Dis- 
sent" (page 104). Salisbury sounds an alarm against a growing 
threat from the Third World and Communist blocs to license re- 
porters and shut down news operations that have fallen from favor. 
Despite legitimate complaints about the American press, most rea- 
sonable people would have to conclude, as Churchill did about de- 
mocracy, that it’s the worst system in the world, except for all. the 
others! 

This month's exciting fiction is from J. C. Pollock's forthcoming 
Crown novel, Mission MIA (page 132), about a group of American 
prisoners of war still rotting in hellish Indochina concentration 
camps, deliberately forgotten by our government for vaguely de- 
fined foreign-policy objectives. To most citizens, that's a shocking 
and totally unbelievable thought, but former Green Beret Lt. Col. 
“Bo" Gritz, a real-life war hero, says that the premise of the novel 
is all too probable. Interviewed by Boston Globe reporter Ben 
Bradlee, Jr. (page 144), Gritz claims he has access to secret 
intelligence information that up to 200 Americans are still being 
held prisoner in Vietnam and Laos, and “that only God, the 
mothers, the wives who remained true, and the Special Forces’ 
want them back 

Other features you will want to read this month include "Hellfire! 
(page 72), adopted from Nick Tosches’s forthcoming Delacorte 
biography of Jerry Lee Lewis, the wild man of rock 'n’ roll, who 
would have been even greater than Elvis, except that his endlessly 
scandalous and tragic personal lite kept getting in the way, and 
Gary Hanauer's "Gold Rush to the Stars” (page 124), a 
port on America’s boundless new frontier the industrializal 
of space, where unlimited treasures await man’s ingenuity and 
determination. And don't forget to catch the all-new, exciting sec: 
ond appearance of our insidiously clever new ure. “Hard 
Times’ (page 182), which, in its own unique fashion, ¢ 
brates man's ingenulty. 

Best of all, our issue is filled, once again, with a whole nev 
of rising stars... the Penthouse Pets, And you dont need a 
spaceship to gather them up. . , they await your eag very 
just a few pages away! O+—_, 
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Eye of the beholder 

I've got to tell you about an original idea 
that me and my girl came up with. You 
see, my girl lost her eye in an accident, 
and now she has a glass eye. 

The other night, while she was giving 
me the hottest blowjob, | closed my eyes. 
This blowjob was out of sight. When | final- 
ly opened my eyes, much to my surprise 
she was taking out her eye, She told me to 
put it in my mouth, and | did. | rolled it 
around on the tip of my tongue, and | could 
feel the porcelain iris. | closed my eyes to 
enjoy it. 

When | opened my eyes, | found that 
she had stretched her eyelids around the 
head of my throbbing cock, Then she 
started slowly taking it deep into her sock- 
et. | could feel her twitching eye muscles. 
The feeling was unreal, Then | had the 
greatest climax | ever had. The feeling of 
her glass eye in my mouth and her eye- 
lashes gently stroking my rod was the 
best. 

Every night now she gives me terrific 
“eye.” | think everyone should try it. 
There's nothing better than the feeling of a 
hot eye socket moving slowly over my 
cock, and my girl loves to see me roll her 
glass eye around my lips while we make 
love.—Name and address withheld 


South of the border 

Certain types of men turn me on easier 
than others, so therefore | was in Tijuana 
one afternoon, speculating upon the grati- 
fication of my nymphomaniacal needs for 
the evening. | love to “check out the 
meat,"' and they aren't afraid to show it 
there. A sweet young muscle returned my 
hungry stare and began speaking softly to 
me, and | knew | would have a rewarding 
night. We walked all around the city for 
hours and miles. His thick black wavy hair 
and golden arms were making my twat 
twitch. | could imagine Us later when his. 
beautiful brown eyes would close and 
then his long eyelashes would brush 
against my inner legs and lips, | speak 
Spanish but pretended to know only a few 
words. Words and talk can be such a 
waste of time. My body told its own lan- 
guage, and this young stallion was a fine 
interpreter. 

We were at the border bridge by dusk 
and needed a rest. Some things never 
rest. He had taken command and had de- 
cided to take me then and there. | wanted 
him but wasn’t prepared for the plowing | 
would suddenly get. He held me firm 
against the wall. He was getting very de- 
manding,-with my hair clenched in one 


hand and the other hand pulling my dress 
up. At this point Latin love took over, and | 
knew | would be taken and love it no mat- 
ter what, or how. 

We were both short in height (he was 
long in other respects), so our standing 
position was perfect. | didn't stand for 
long, as | found myself lifted off my feet by 
the sex shove of this wild mustang, as his 
thick, light-brown dick rammed into me. | 
came unusually soon and did not mean to 
make so much noise, but there was no 
control left. He took me from the back 
next, and | barked like a coyote. There isa 
time when | just am not responsible, 

Anyway the “hunters'’ had been 
aroused, and we were sharply brought to 
our senses when we realized we were sur- 
rounded by flashlights. Seems we had 
trespassed on forbidden property. They 
decided to just make sure | got my hot ass 
out of town. Our fun had certainly been cut 
short. | really missed the last stabs of hot 
flesh that would have continued into the 
daylight. Well, if you can't lick ‘em, join 
‘em, | always say. 

So now | am daling the policeman who 
had so hurriedly but very personally es- 
corted me out of town and into San Diego, 
safe but shook up. | will always have a 
gripping sensation in my sweet suction 
slot when | see a bridge, especially that 
one.—Name and address withheld 


Snug and stylish 

| do not recall ever seeing a letter in your 
magazine concerning men who wear pan- 
ty hose. | was talking with some male 
friends of mine al a social gathering and 
learned that several wore panty hose to 
keep warm. However, | have the same 
problem women do; they run on me. 

Atthis moment |'m sitting at the typewrit- 
er, wearing panty hose and feeling rather 
comfortable. The nylon and its tightness 
acts as an excellent stimulus. I've started 
using the support panty hose, regardless 
of whether they're nude or black. They 
give me a great feeling of neatness. One of 
the girls | dated taught me that by tucking 
your blouse (shirt) into the top, no lines 
would show. So tight, white trousers over 
support panty hose really made tor the 
same even line for me that women actively 
attempt to achieve. 

Naturally | masturbate wearing my pan- 
ly hose, From time to time | even wear 
panties under them, but when | buy pant- 
igs, | buy the ones that would be good for 
either sex, A woman can buy nylon pant- 
ies, white, no detail, no cotton crotch, for 
one dollar, while a man must buy the same 
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KEEPS YOU 
GOING 


WHEN THE 
GOING GETS 
ROUGH. 


Working overtime? 

Feeling the strain? 

Take a Vivarin. 

Vivarin is a medically 
tested stimulant tablet. 
Taken as directed, it's safe 
and effective. Its active 
ingredient is caffeine. 

It's like two cups of 
coffee squeezed into one 
little tablet. 

Whether you're studying, 
driving, or working late, 
take Vivarin. You'll stay alert 
for hours. 
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Read label for directions. 
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identical item (not quite as sheer) and pay 
five dollars. What is the logic behind this? 

But back to panty hose, my favorite sub- 
ject. When I'm particularly interested in 
getting a superhigh feeling before a very 
important meeting (| make sales presenta- 
tions) or anticipate a stressful day, I'm cer- 
tainly going to wear my panty hose. The 
ultimate sexual excitement, the ultimate 
fear of getting caught, certainly distracts 
and stimulates me when I'm in a business 
environment and I'm able to remain calm. 

A while ago | went to the panty hose 
counter of a major department store. | was 
greeted by a lovely young girl and told her 
Ineeded panty hose. Her obvious reaction 
was that they were for my wife, and we be- 
gan a discussion on what she liked and 
why. | told her my choice would be sheer 
nude, and she even showed me the ones 
she was wearing that day. | got her to dis- 
cuss the no-panties concept by having her 
explain that design to me. 

| am very happy being a man and very 
much into sex and have no desire lo dress 
in dresses, cut off my penis, have injec- 
tions, or undergo any of the other things 
associated with a change of sex. | simply 
feel very comfortable in panties, panty 
hose, tap pants, and always buy the cur- 
rent issues of the women’s fashion maga- 
zines to see the panty hose ads. In a 
recent experiment | bought a sanitary nap: 
kin from a machine from a ladies’ rest 
room for ten cents. | now know why you 
must wear panties with napkins. The pad 
slipped down my leg under my pants. | 
now use any brand, and its softness next 
to my penis is particularly stimulating as | 
walk, because it rubs me. | don't put it be- 
tween my legs, but higher to the front of 
my bikini panties with the back of the pad 
under my balls. The length is just right, and 
when |'m wearing tight trousers, it makes 
me look like I'm a horse with a big bulge. | 
enjoy it 

In closing, let's examine the fact that in 
menswear today, men are sold nylon biki- 
nis, nylon hose to the knee, so why can't 
we complete the cycle that took women 
from the garter belt and stockings to panty 
hose? If you tabulated the responses re- 
ceived from an open letter in your column. 
| think you would get a rather impressive 
sampling and find that we're on the border 
of a new industry—Mr. L’Eggs, Mr. 
Hanes, Mr. No-Nonsense. But! personally 
don't need it, since one size fits all, and 
men can simply buy the “‘tall'’ regardless 
of what the chart on the package says.— 
Name and address withheld 


Survival of the fittest 

| enjoyed your pictorial on the mud-wres: 
tling girls and found it to be quite exciting, 
although I'm still puzzled why mud has to 
be used. 

This past summer | was lucky enough to 
see my girl friend, Rose, wrestle her sister 
Margie and found it to be one of the most 
exciting things | ever saw. Rose is twenty- 
one, a brunette, and is very pretty. She is 
almost five feet six inches tall and has a 


gorgeous little body. Her sister Margie is 
eighteen and looks a lot like Rose, but is 
even better. She is incredible, in fact! Mar- 
gie is starting to come of age and is begin- 
ning to realize she is a real looker. Rose is 
getting a little jealous of her, especially 
when I'm over their house and Margie flirts 
with me and sits on my lap, 

One day | was over sitting on the couch 
with Rose, and Margie was home also. 
Margie likes to mess around and sit on my 
lap and put her arms around my neck and 
kiss me on the cheek. She had ona pair of 
short white shorts and a blue and white 
halter top, anklet sweat socks, and run- 
ning shoes. | had on shorts, too, and could 
feel her soft, shapely legs on mine, and | 
was getting very excited. Rose had on a 
Pair of dungaree cutoffs and a pink bikini 
bathing suit top. 

! could tell Rose wanted Margie off my 
lap, and she was soon ordering her to get 
up. Margie, in a spunky mood, said, ‘‘No, 
why don’t you make me!" Rose jumped 
up and pulled Margie by the arm to a 
standing position. Margie's shorts were 
riding well up her behind cheeks, and | 
could see the outline of her bikini panties 
underneath wedged even further up. Her 
shorts always seem to be like that, and | 
loved watching her gorgeous ass. 

Rose was quickly trapped on her back 
on the couch by Margie, who was light- 
ning fast. In a flash Margie was over her. 
trying to secure her sister's arms, One of 
Rose’s breasts popped out of her bra, and 
it jiggled as they wrestled. Margie is very 
athletic and is in better shape than Rose, 
who isn't very strong. | didn't think that she 
would Jet Margie-get the best of her, 
though. | kept expecting Rose to unseat 
her younger sister and make her pay for 
getting too smart with her. 

As they fell to the couch with Margie on 
top, she managed to straddle Rose, fold- 
ing her wrists down. Margie released her 
arms and quickly unsnapped Rose's bra 
in the middie, exposing her tits altogether 
| was really hot now. In a quick move, Mar- 
gie plopped her knees atop Rose's shoul- 
ders. Margie kept a firm hold on Rose's 
wrists, pinning her down flat. Margie's 
cute ass was right above Rose's tits, 
which of course were still bare. 

Rose really began to struggle, obvious- 
ly embarrassed. Every time she tried to 
kick out and unseat Margie, she was met 
with more resistance than she could han 
die, Little sister was proving a bit too much 
for her. | really enjoyed it when Rose 
would try to get away and kick wildly. 
Eventually the crotch of her shorts was rid- 
ing up her ass cheeks, too, 

Rose, obviously very surprised and 
miffed that Margie could do this to her, 
was trying everything to get oul, even a 
verbal attack. She said, ‘'Wait till | get out 
of this, you little bitch!” Margie laughed 
and said, “That's /f you get out of this!" | 
honestly didn't think Rose could get even, 
but she wanted to show me that she 
wasn't afraid of her younger sister. 

A great finale was in store. Margie, feel- 
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ing she could sit on Rose all day, finally let 
Rose up, but apparently Rose wanted a 
quick rematch. She got up, her bra hang- 
ing under her tits, She obviously didn't 
care either. She went after Margie, stick- 
ing a foot between her legs trying to trip 
her, but instead Margie tripped her right 
down on the couch again. Margie strad- 
died her and plopped her knees atop 
Rose's shoulders, pinning her again. 

Rose struggled hard, but Margie was 
keeping her down and finally said, "Tell 
me when you're ready to quit and I'll let 
you up." Well, | got to watch Rose's pretty 
legs buck and kick, and her shorts were 
now way up her ass. | know it killed her, 
bul | finally heard her say, ‘Forget it—you 
win." Rose turned down an invitation to 
wrestle again, but I'm hoping they start up 
again some day. It was a super turn-on.— 
Name and address withheld 


Toe to toe 
Only Penthouse readers will be able to ap- 
preciate this marvelous fulfillment of my 
lifelong fantasy. My wife and | are in our 
early thirties and own and operate an ex- 
clusive ladies’ shoe store, Our five years 
of married life have provided us with a sat- 
isfactory sex life, but not the blindingly 
erotic relationship we both secretly de- 
sired, 

I realized when | was much younger that 
| have an intense foot fetish. | was in New 
Orleans, watching a stripper who | will re- 


fer to as "Boobs," and found my eyes 
glued to her gorgeous size-nine feet. She 
wore exotic ten-inch spike heels, and her 
beautifully pedicured toenails were an im- 
mediate turn-on. Of course | felt different 
from every one because her huge breasts 
were her drawing card, but | was still hyp- 
notized by her lovely feet. 

Since at that time | was only an employ- 
ee of the shoe store which | now own, | felt 
that! must suppress my desires, Only after 
a trip two years ago with my wife and sev- 
eral friends to see '‘Boobs”’ again did | re- 
alize that | was no longer in control of my 
desires, Her feet on the bar in front of my 
face gave me an instant hard-on, and 
when | noticed her toenails were as gor- 
geous as ever, | instantly creamed in my 
pants. This had to be the hardest my nine- 
inch cock had ever been, and my vision of 
gallons of my come drenching her toes 
gave me another instant hard-on, 

That night, as my wife tried to seduce 
me back in our motel room with her 
crotchless panties and bouncing tits, | felt 
compelled to tell her that if she would 
slowly remove her designer sandals from 
her sensuous feet, it would be the ultimate 
aphrodisiac for me! She just thought that | 
had been drinking too heavily and didn’t 
pay any attention to my request. 

| realized that my wife still did not under- 
stand just how horny | got when | touched 
my customer's toes until one day when 
she caught me in the act. A beautiful blond 
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came prancing into the store one fall after- 
noon and asked if we had a navy blue 
pump in a size eight narrow. Before | ever 
got to the back of the stockroom, | was 
pumping my hard tool and hoping that my 
wife would not catch on but that my cus- 
tomer would notice my "problem."’ | found 
areason for my wife to run errands when | 
realized that my customer was willing to 
satisfy my desires. 

My wife left, and my customer and | 
made a run for the back, Within seconds | 
was sucking her red-hot toes as she was 
finger-fucking her steaming cunt. | was in 
exquisite ecstasy at this point and was as- 
founded when we looked up, and in the 
doorway stood my wife. She was standing 
there stark naked with love juices stream- 
ing down her bare legs into her red kid- 
leather boots as she was frantically 
fondling her cunt. 

There is no way to express how much 
more satisfying our sex life has been since 
this experience in our store. Now our fa- 
vorite way to spend an evening is for her to 
perch on our chest of drawers and mastur- 
bate with her ten-inch vibrating dildo as | 
gently suck her sweet, delicious feet, My 
one desire yet to be fulfilled is to cover 
each one of her lovely toes with cheese- 
cake (my favorite food) and to gently lick it 
off toe by toe by toe. —Name and address 
withheld 


Girl from N.Y.C. 

| came to New York City about a year ago 
with my boyfriend. Before that we were 
both students at a university out west. 
Since then, my life has undergone such a 


drastic change that | wonder if there are - 


other girls who have had experiences like 
mine. 

First of all, | used to think that Penthouse 
was not my kind of magazine, and even 
though | secretly fantasized about having 
my 34-22-34-inch, five-foot-five-inch body 
pictured in full color for millions of people 
to see, | knew that my parents and family 
would disown me. I've realized now, 
though, that the story | have to tell is worth 
more than any picture, and | can even re- 
main anonymous. 

| was a virgin until two years ago, when | 
was eighteen. | must admit that | satisfied 
myself alone at night many times. | always 
thought that-! should remain a virgin, 
though, so | could honestly tell my mother 
what was going on. Since meeting Russ, 
my boyfriend, however, |'ve found out 
what I'd been missing. Not only do Russ 
and | fuck all the time, but I've also found 
that | have an irresistible craving for cock 
atall hours of the day. Maybe it's because 
there are so many men packed into sucha 
small space in New York City, or maybe 
I've just come of age. Whatever the rea- 
son, Russ knows how | feel, and he is still 
my boyfriend. He understands that | love 
him, but if | don't get laid every day, | go 
crazy. He realizes that he alone can't pos- 
sibly satisfy my endless desire, and be- 
sides, he loves to watch (or hear me) 
make it with other men, That's why he 
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helps me “'screen’' men on the street or in 
bars and stands watch if circumstances 
warrant a lookout. 

For example, one night last summer, 
after dinner and fucking we went to a new 
bar on the Upper East Side. It was very hot 
and humid, so | wore my short silk running 
shorts and no panties. My purple tank top 
was tight enough that my nipples, which 
had hardened immediately after entering 
the air-conditioned club, formed two per- 
fect little tips that any man could not avoid 
seeing. As heads turned to watch us walk 
by, | knew that | could have my choice of 
the crowd, 

| didn't lose any time, spying a young 
man in his early twenties, sitting alone at 
the end of the bar, He was about six feet 
tall, with dark blond hair, very high cheek- 
bones, and a slender but muscular body. | 
sat on the stool next to him as the legs on 
my shorts pulled up a little to reveal my 
fanned, almost bare, hips. Russ stood 
next to me and immediately knew what 
was on my mind. He smiled genuinely 
over at the young man and said, “Hi, I'm 
Russ. This is Barbara, my girl friend, Can 
we buy you a drink?" The young man 
smiled, glanced at my erect nipples, and 
exclaimed, ‘‘Sure!"' After a few drinks we 
found out that his name was Peter and he 
had just broken up with his girl friend. Ac- 
tually he admitted that she had dumped 
him for another man. | found this hard to 
believe because his strong, lean body had 


already made me so wet, 

| whispered to Russ that if we waited any 
longer | would do it right on the bar. Peter 
was watching me closely. When Russ 
leaned over and said something to him, he 
smiled, stood up, and said to me, "'I've got 
something in my eye, but the light here is 
not as good as in the bathroom.” | took 
one Jook at the huge bulge in his pants and 
immediately volunteered to help him out. (1 
wonder how he knew that | love to do it in 
the men’s room!) In no time at all we found 
our way to the rear rest room as Russ 
stood guard outside. 

As soon as the door was closed, Peter 
had his hand on my tight little ass and | 
quickly pressed my hot, wet pussy against 
his leg, rubbing gently up and down, “I'll 
help you if you help me," | said almost 
moaning. "It's a deal," he said as he 
slipped his other hand down inside my 
shorts and fingered my juicy, burning clit. 
His hand moved steadily and slow as | 
rocked in ecstasy against his leg, then 
| grabbed his bottom with one hand while | 
unzipped his jeans and began stroking his 
beautiful, throbbing cock with the other. 
Then he leaned against the washbasin as | 
bent down and wrapped my lips around a 
luscious ten-inch rod. | pulled my own 
shorts down with one hand as | sucked his. 
cock and licked his balls. | could taste that 
first bit of semen, and it drove me crazy. | 
fingered my pussy which was dripping 
and ready to explode, as | stood up and 


“Yes, Mr. Throgdon, you are in heaven, and this is the office of eternal revenue." 
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moaned, "You've got such a big, beautiful 
cock. | want you to put it inside me and 
fuck me so hard.” 

By this time he had his hands under my 
tank top, lifting it up to my shoulders, He 
began sucking the hard tip of my nipple, 
while he gently squeezed the other one, 
and before | knew it | was sitting on the 
edge of the washbasin and his long prick 
was sliding into my tight, hot cunt. ‘You 
feel so good," | whispered as he slid his 
Stick in and out, at the same time massag- 
ing my clit with his left hand. “Make me 
come like I've never come. Use your big 
cock, It feels so good in there. Ooh, it feels 
80 good,” 

| was going out of my mind with ecstasy 
as the cold porcelain against my ass 
made me get even hotter. | lifted my legs 
up and wrapped them around his bare ass 
as he dropped his jeans down around his 
ankles. He moved slowly at first, his hips 
rocking with mine in a perfect wavelike 
motion. "You're so nice and tight,’ he 
said, breathing heavily, “'| could do this all 
night.” “Yes, yes! Fuck me forever!" | 
cried as | lifted my legs high, the running 
shorts still dangling from one ankle. His 
motion got faster and faster, and each 
thrust went deeper and deeper. Peter now 
had both hands under my round bottom, 
and he was picking me up off the basin. | 
couldn't believe the heat and power that 
was flowing through my body. | was 
groaning and crazy now. "Yes, yes, oh, 
yes! I’m going to come. You feel so good. 
You feel so good. I’m coming. |’m coming! 
Fuck me hard! Fuck me hard!"’ 

His strong hips and hands had me 
against the wall now. He was thrusting so 
deep. | was exploding into such ecstatic 
contractions that when he shot his big, 
beautiful wad deep inside me, it was like 
lightning and fire at once. | screamed and 
dug my fingers into his back and came as 
never before. All | could do was whisper 
his name over and over as we stayed in 
our position against the tile wall for a few 
minutes. After Peter put me down on the 
floor, | cleaned up a bit, slipped my shorts 
back on, pulled my top down, and tied my 
running shoes, which had come undone 
during our little ‘help session."" 

Outside, Russ was smiling when we 
came out. "Everything work out okay?" 
he winked as he put his arm around me. 
He knew the answer, because he had 
been listening the entire time, After that we 
all had a few more drinks before saying 
our good-byes.—Name and address with- 
held 


The good doctor 

Bonnie (my wife) and | were having a quiet 
dinner at a hotel restaurant. We were cele- 
brating paying off her Firebird, The meal 
was terrific, and we were relaxed. Bonnie 
was feeling particularly sexy that night. 
She had chosen a yellow dress, in which 
she looked smashing, The dress was cut 
high, and she kept flashing me glimpses 
of the inside of her thigh throughout din- 
ner. A hint of her nipples was visible, as 
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shé wore no bra that night. 

After dinner the waiter showed up with 
two coffee cups filled with Tia Maria and 
whipped cream. The drinks were sent by 
aman at the bar, Well, the man turned out 
to be a doctor who had worked in the 
same office as Bonnie back in Indiana. We 
asked him to join us at the table. He was 
an attractive, distinguished-looking fellow 
several years older than we are. As we 
talked, | recalled Bonnie's earlier mention 
of him and what fun they had had at an 
Office party. 

The doctor had recently divorced, and 
he was in town for a few days ata seminar. 
It was a pleasure to be in his. company, 
as he was very articulate, open, and 
quick-witted. It was obvious Bonnie was 
enjoying his company also. He invited us 
up to his room for more conversation and 
Tia Maria. In the elevator | whispered to 
Bonnie that with alittle luck she could have 
a double celebration. She didn't answer, 
but | noticed her nipples getting hard. 

Somehow | ended up settling in a chair, 
the doctor on one bed, and my wife on the 
other. She had her legs drawn up, and it 
was obvious the doctor could see her wet 
panties, Soon he turned to me and said, 
“Your wife is turning me on." With a wink 
and a look of agreement from Bonnie | 
said, ‘She's real good at that.”” 

That was all the encouragement they 
needed. Soon they were stretched out to- 
gether on the bed. The good doctor had 
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run his hands up her dress and was rub- 
bing her pussy. Soon her hands had un- 
done his trousers and pulled out his hard 
penis. | was quickly out of my clothes and 
helping Bonnie get off her dress. The doc- 
tor got his first view of her gorgeous pink 
breasts. His head was soon buried be- 
tween them. | pulled off her pants, which 
were soaking wet, | have always enjoyed 
finger-fucking Bonnie, and that night was 
she ever ready! Between my fingers and 
the doctor's sucking on her nipples, she 
had her first orgasm of the evening. 

The doctor's tongue soon replaced my 
fingers in her pussy, He moved around on 
the bed so Bonnie could suck and lick his 
dick. His dick was similar in size to mine, 
but uncircumcised. | was busy kissing 
Bonnie's neck and ears as | watched her 
suck someone else's penis for the first 
time. The doctor must have been saving 
it up, for he came quickly and flooded 
Bonnie's mouth. As he pulled out, | gave 
Bonnie a kiss—my first taste of another's 
come. At this point | wanted some of the 
same and straddled her chest and put my 
dick to her mouth. The good doctor hadn't 
lost a thing. He entered her pussy. Bonnie 
pulled up her legs and pulled him in as far 
as she could. Her passion soon had me 
coming. | pulled out, leaving come on her 
face. The two of them continued till they 
both came again. 

| had never seen Bonnie so excited be- 
fore, She got up on her hands and knees 


and took me doggy-style. She reached 
back and rubbed her clit and felt my dick 
going in and out. He pinched her nipples, 
and soon we were coming again, We 
cleaned up shortly and took off, for we had 
to work the next day. Bonnie was still 
horny on the way home, Neither one of us 
could hardly believe what had happened, 
but we had enjoyed it. We made love in 
the morning, and Bonnie expressed a de- 
sire to be alone with the doctor before he 
left town. | agreed, as long as she told me 
about it 

Two days later she took the day off and 
called him. He had a meeting that morning 
but had the afternoon free, He invited her 
for lunch and a swim and whatever. She 
arrived at noontime, but they skipped 
lunch and went straight to his room. They 
were soon making love. As she told me 
later, it was just great and it was nice to 
be alone with him. After a quick shower 
together, where she drained the good 
doctor dry, they put on their swimsuits and 
headed for the pool 

They never made it there. On the way 
to the elevator, they stopped into a phar- 
maceutical company's hospitality room. 
With Bonnie standing around in her two- 
piece swimsuit and a just-fucked look on 
her face that made her the hit of the room, 
she soon had several guys grabbing ass 
and making suggestive remarks. Then 
she thought, "Why not?’’ The next fellow 
who grabbed her ass got his dick 
grabbed. Bonnie was soon in the bed- 
room with four fellows, including the doc- 
tor. She said that she lost track of how 
many times she came or they came, but 
when she came home, she wasn't fin- 
ished. 

When she came through the door, she 
began telling me about what had hap- 
pened. | could hardly believe it. The more 
she told me, the harder my dick became. 
Never before had it hurt so good. | tore off 
my clothes and Bonnie's. Her pussy was 
still wet from their come, and her pussy 
hair was damp. | pumped my dick into her 
and felt their come. We were soon swoon- 
ing as she graphically told me how she 
had sucked each guy after he had come 
in her pussy. | pulled out of her and had 
her suck me off, too. That was our wildest 
few days of sex ever. 

That was over a year ago, and we 
haven't had an experience like it since, but 
we talk about it often, Someday the right 
situation will happen, or the good doctor 
will be back in town.—Name and address 
withheld 


Hot line 
lam a twenty-three-year-old man. | work in 
the newsroom of a big-city television sta: 
tion, Many times a viewer will call, asking 
for additional information on a story. For 
instance, if we do a story ona hospital clin- 
ic, people might call, asking where they 
can send contributions. 

Today | got a call in the afternoon from a 
woman who wanted to know whether a 
story we showed would be repeated. | 
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could not find out at that instant. So | told 
her | would call back. | was later sent out 
‘on a story and forgot to return her call, It 
was hours before | remembered, and fi- 
nally | called to say that no, the story would 
not be repeated. She wanted to know 
what made us cover one story and not oth- 
ers. As it was now after ten at night and 
things in the newsroom had gotten quiet, | 
explained a little bit about television news. 
Jane had a lot of questions, and | was ea- 
ger to give answers. She wanted to know 
how many people it took to put together a 
show and what my job was. After | ex- 
plained, | told her it was only fair that she 
tell me what she did. Jane, it seems, is an 
actress. | told her that in many ways TV 
news is show business, and, in some'stu- 
dios, there is a casting couch. We had a 
good laugh over that. And that joke broke 
the dam, 

The conversation got more intimate, We 
exchanged stories of experiences on and 
off the job. She began asking me about 
myself. What did | look like? How tall was 
1? | told her that | have short brown hair 
and blue eyes, | am six-two, and | weigh 
155 pounds. Jane told me that she: was 
five-four and weighed 120 pounds. We 
began to speak about relationships. Out of 
nowhere she asked if | was well hung. (/ 
had started to get hard long before this 
question, but now | had quite a boner!) 
“Seven inches,” | told her. She let out a 
moan, 


| asked her what her pubic hair was like. 
"Very thick. Very dark.’ | asked her if she 
liked oral sex, “Both giving and getting,” 
she told me. | asked her if she liked her ass 
hole licked. She did not. “How big are 
your breasts.” ''Thirty-seven C, and | love 
having them sucked on." | told her | would 
love to suck on her breasts, Jane told me 
that although she wanted me to; she was 
married and faithful.."‘Too bad, Jane. If | 
were with you now, I'd give you all the 
sucking you would ever want.’ She told 
me that maybe we'd better stop because 
now her nipples were erect, her pussy 
was wel, and her clit was swollen, 

“| wish | was tonguing your clit now, 
baby. | wish | was licking your pussy and 
pinching your nipples." “Don't stop,’ she 
said, | told her that since she loved oral 
S€X SO much, she could help me do what | 
have never done ... come in a woman's 
mouth. “I'm sure your come is very 
sweet"’ was her reply. 

| told her that if we were together, we 
would be naked on her bed, kneeling. My 
cock would be very firm, pushing against 
her back as my left hand felt her wetness. 
My right hand would be squeezing one of 
her boobs while | kissed her neck. Jane 
was beginning to moan, and she kept ask- 
ing me, “What next?" "Then | would 
stroke your cunt until you begged me to 
enter you. When you roll over, we'll kiss 
deeply while you guide my firmness into 
your cunt.” “Oh, baby ... I'm fingering 
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myself so hard.”’ | didn't stop. 

“| would grind into you so much, Jane. 
Our nipples would be rubbing against 
each other's... and, after we climaxed, | 
would kiss you from your neck to your 
cunt, baby. And when | got to your cunt, I'd 
suck as hard as you could stand. With our 
Juices in my mouth, | would kiss you again. 
and this time you could taste our love .. .’ 
With that, she let out a yelp and cooed for 
several minutes. When she calmed down, 
she told me that | made her feel sexier than 
she had ever fell. “What are we going to 
do for you?" she asked. “'I’m gonna mas- 
turbate like crazy when | get home," | told 
her, 

A little later | coached her again into 
feeling herself once more. | asked her to 
take a wet finger and rub her secretions on 
a nipple and tell me what it felt like. “Cool, 
Wet and cool. But very, very sexy." Then | 
asked her to take her middle finger and 
rub the inside of her opening. All along she 
was moaning and sighing. "'| can't believe 
this! You're so good." Then | asked her to 
keep rubbing as she pulled her finger out. 
And | told her to suck off the finger slowly 
while letting me hear it, | looked at the 
clock. It was now two-thirty. Four hours we 
had been talking! She said that she could 
no longer hold her eyes open, although 
her pussy was spread wide. “Ready for 
your nice, hard dick."" | can't wait until our 
next phone conversation!|—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Under new management 

The following event happened to me ap- 
proximately two years ago, and | am 
pleased that it did. One evening at home | 
was, as usual, spending my free time 
watching TV and drinking a beer, which 
made my wife upset because | wasn't pay- 
ing attention to her. Loretta came into the 
living room, snatched the beer from my 
hand, turned the TV off, and demandingly 
instructed me to go into the bedroom. | 
was then ordered to strip. | decided to play 
her game and see what would happen 
next. | was then ordered to lie face down 
‘on the bed, and before | knew what was 
going on, my legs were tied to the bed- 
posts and my hands were being tied be- 
hind me. My wife then informed me that 
things were going to be different around 
here from now on. | was told that the lawns 
were to be cut, cars to be washed, and a 
whole lot of other domestic duties were to 
be done each week. 

The next thing on her agenda was to 
see if! understood the new order of things. 
Before one had time to think what was go- 
ing to happen, my ass was being tanned 
with a belt and my wife was asking me to 
tell her that | understood the message. | 
quickly replied, "Yes," The next thing that 
followed without warning was that a large 
dildo was inserted into my anus, and once 
again | was asked if | understood what 
was expected of me. Following this, 
clothespins were clipped onto my nipples, 
and the dildo was worked in and out of my 


ass. By this time | had tears running down 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 200. 
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igh Fidelity jor Humans: 


Simply walking across a room 
can create enough vibration to 
make a tonearm go skipping 
across a record. 

That's just one of many incon- 
veniences you have to live with if you 4 
own a conventional turntable. 

But not if you own Pioneer's uncon- 
ventional PL-L800 turntable. Because 
the PL-L800 is a product of a bold 
new concept in component design and 
engineering called High Fidelity for 
Humans. The result is a line of compo- 
nents that are as pleasant to live with as 
they are to listen to, 

For instance, you can actually thump _,” 


EN THE JO 


OUR! ' TONE 


the PL-L800’s dustcover without interrupt- 
ing what's being played. Because our free- 
floating suspension system isolates the 


/ tonearm and the platter from the rest of the 


turntable. Even when the base of the turn- 
table is vibrated, only the base vibrates. 
Needless to say, its difficult to keep a 
record free of imperfections. But little nicks 
on arecord create vibrations that cause metal 
tonearms to ring. And that adds distortion to 
your music. So Pioneer has developed a new 
material for tonearms. It’s called Polymer 
Graphite. And it absorbs vibrations. The only 
thing that comes through this tonearm is 
music. 
Since all the PL-L800’s controls are placed 


NT IS JUMP! 
WON'T. 


conveniently out from underneath the dust- 
cover, you won't ever have to needlessly 
expose a record. 

These are some of the reasons why this 
turntable is a joy to live with. But it’s a joy to 
listen to as well. 

The PL-L800’s tonearm is linear tracking. 
So the needle of our Moving Coil Cartridge 
sits at a perfect right angle to the groove of a 
record. Unlike pivoting tonearms that miss 
some of the sound in the groove, this one 
doesn't miss a thing. 

Our linear tracking tonearm is driven by 
electromagnetic repulsion, a Pioneer innova- 
tion. It gently propels the tonearm magneti- 
cally, eliminating the distortion produced by 
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noisy belts and gears that drive most 
tonearms, 

If the PL-L800 is beginning to sound like 
no other turntable you've ever heard about, 
it’s because it is like no other turntable you've 
ever heard about. Visit your Pioneer 
dealer soon. He'll show you the 
PL-L800, as well as an entire line 
of new Pioneer turntables. 

No matter which one you 
choose, you'll find it designed to 
handle your lifestyle as well as it 
handles your music. 
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We bring it back alive. 


STEREO 
For the finest selection 
of product at the 
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free delivery 
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come looking 
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f 
Address Kit at 
the Post Office 
‘Moving should b 
an enjoyable ex- 
perience, But it 


tone month 
pre you move, 
some of your favor~ 
ite mail may spend. 
a lot of time look 
ing for your new 
address, 


won't be fun if 
your mail is left 
behind. 


Let everybody eho where 
you're moving to. 
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Roman Polanski 

In reference to the article "Roman Polan- 
ski's Escape from Hollywood" in your No- 
vember 1981 issue, there is one question 
regarding the Polanski-case that | have 
never seen answered, That question is, 
Were the thirteen-year-old girl's other sex- 
ual partner or partners prosecuted with 
the same vigor as Polanski was prosecut- 
ed? | quote your article: The thirteen- 
year-old, it had seemed, had had two prior 
sexual experiences, one only two weeks. 
before... . She said she had first had sex 
at eight with a kid down the street and later 
with her boyfriend... ."" 

If her other sexual’ partners were not 
prosecuted with intense vigor, then the is- 
sue must be raised as to whether we are 
enforcing our laws selectively. Do we 
prosecute only those people who are so 
famous that the prosecuting attorney can 
use the case to get his name in the pa- 
pers? This is probably a question only Dis- 
trict Attorney John Van De Kamp can 
answer. |s the law perhaps being en- 
forced in so arbitrary and discriminatory a 
fashion as to render it unconstitutional? — 
Name and address withheld 


Mr, John K. Van De Kamp, District Attor- 
ney of Los Angeles, replies: 

Your reader has raised the question as to 
whether Roman Polanski was singled out 
for selective enforcement. The answer is 
no. 

The charge to which Polanski pleaded 
guilty—unlawlul sexual intercourse (with a 
thirteen-year-old girl)—was not the most 
serious of six felonies for which he was in- 
dicted originally. As the article in your No- 
vember edition so accurately details, the 
evidence enabled the grand jury to charge 
him also with rape by use of drugs (a 
charge, by the way, which applies also to 
adult victims), providing drugs to a minor, 
sodomy, sexual perversion, and lewd and 
lascivious acts on a child under the age of 
fourteen, 

Polanski was approximately thirty years 
older than the victim, The evidence indi- 
cates he used champagne and Quaa- 
ludes to overcome any resistance on her 
part, 

At the request of the victim's family, the 
District Attorney's Office agreed to let Mr. 
Polanski plead guilty to the charge of un- 
lawful sexual intercourse in order to pro- 
tect the young victim from the intense 
international publicity that would have sur- 
rounded a full-scale trial on all of the 
charges. 

Given the nature of the evidence, this 


case would have been filed regardless of 
the fame of the defendant or the press it 
generated, Indeed, the publicity surround- 
ing the case worked to the defendant's ad- 
vantage in thal it placed unusual press- 
ures on the victim's family and the victim, 


Killing cures 

I've just seen David Rorvik's excellent arti- 
cle “Psychiatry Kills," in the April 1981 is- 
sue. | would like to point out that the 
slogan "psychiatry kills’’ was not created 
by a group of exmental patients, but rather 
was first used in 1969 at the American 
Psychiatric Association convention in Mi- 
ami by the Church of Scientology-spon: 

sored Citizens Commission on Human 
Rights, a mental-patients’-rights group. 
This slogan was created on the basis of 
two basic facts: (1) Many notorious crimi- 
nals were the products of psychiatric 
treatment, and some had committed earli- 
er crimes and had been turned over to 
psychiatrists only to be released again to 
commit further crimes, often more brutal 
than before. Lee Harvey Oswaid, Sirhan 
Sirhan, Charles Manson, Gary Gilmore, 
and Mark Chapman are just a few exam- 
ples. There are thousands more. (2) The 
number of people who have died in mental 
hospitals is higher than all the American 
casualties of all the wars in which the Unit-’ 
ed States has been involved, from the Rev- 
olutionary War up to and including the Viet- 
nam War. From 1960 to 1973, 550,000 
mental patients died in the United States, 
compared with 55,000 American soldiers 
killed in combat during the same period. 
‘The death rate in mental hospitals remains 
at8 to 10 percent for the last twenty years. 
Only half of these die of old age; no doubt 
most die prematurely. (3) Psychiatrists, 
with the help of the drug companies, are 
largely responsible for the overdrugged 
condition of the American populace. LSD 
was first developed by the Nazis as a 
chemical-biological weapon in World War 
|| and was brought to this country by psy- 
chiatrists. Thorazine, once touted as a 
cure-all by psychiatrists, is now known to 
cause serious and irreversible physical 
side effects, According to the World Book 
Dictionary, Thorazine belongs to a family 
of chemicals which are used as pesticides 
in cattle, To put it simply, psychiatrists do 
not know the difference between medi- 
cines and poisons. 

This is why we say ‘Psychiatry Kills,” It 
seems that those most in need of treat- 
mentare the ones who are giving it to oth- 
ers.—Patrick Burns, Citizens Commission 
on Human Rights, New York, N.Y. 


| would like to express my sincere appre- 
ciation for your excellent article in Sep- 
tember 1981, "Going Sane,"’ by David 
Rorvik, | am a radio commentator for a 
Dutch national radio station, | have argued 
many times in my radio reports against the 
use of antipsychotic drugs. | have discov- 
ered that the only cure for a mental patient 
is the combined formula of love, interest, 
and vitamins. | base this belief on my per- 
sonal experience. | was given anti 
chotic drugs for fifteen years, and my case 
was finally labeled "hopeless." 

But finally refused all the drugs and put 
myself on a diet | composed myself that 
included B and C vitamins. | soon recov 
ered, wrote two books of poetry, was pub- 
lished in the national literary magazines 
and started as a radio commentator—all 
this after fifteen years of hopeless treat- 
ment 

| hope you will pass this on to your read 
ers and that you will publish more articles 
along these lines. Thank you,—Willem 
Bulder, Groningen, The Netherlands 


After reading the article “Going Sane," 
written by David Rorvik, | was shocked to 
discover that, by the end of the article, 
there was no mention of any Canadian in- 
stitute that one could contact for more in- 
formation on orthomolecular science 
Nonetheless, in the article | noticed many 
references to certain studies conducted in 
Montreal or at the Hospital for Sick Chil- 
dren in Toronto and also references to dif- 
ferent Canadian doctors, be pro”’ and 

anti’ orthomolecular science. 

Considering the number of Canadian 
subscribers to Penthouse, | think you have 
failed to serve a great many of your avid 
readers. Could you please let us know of 
the location of these Canadian institutes 
dealing with orthomolecular science? 
Thank you.—Sonia Cordenons, Chome 
dey, Laval, Quebec, Canada 


Mr. Rorvik replie 
| am unaware of Canadian organizatioi 
devoted specifically to orthomolecular 
cine. There are, however, numerous 
Canadian physicians who practi 
molecular medicine. Canadia 
referrals to physicians in their geographic 
areas should contact; The Huxley Institute 
for Biosocial Research, 1114 First Ave. 


nue, New York, N.Y. 10021, Tel: (212) 
759-9554; and/or: The Orthomolecular 
Society, 2698 Pacific Avenue, San Fran- 
ci valif. 94115, Tel: (415) 346-5692. 


For those C anadians interested in orga- 
nizations that oppose the abuses of co 
ventional psychiatry and promote 
alternative ontact; Mental Patients As- 
Sociation, 2146 Yew Street, Vancouver, 
British Columbia V6K 3G7, Canada; and/ 
or On Our Own, Box 1, Station A, To- 
ronto, On! MSW 1X! nada. 


In reference to your articles by David Ror- 
vik entitled ‘‘Psychiatry Kills” and “Going 
"| want to thank you very much for 
ing them! 
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MUSIC LIVES ON -_ 


Music sets the tone in your life. Creates a world of 
enjoyment all your own. If you want nothing to inter- 
fere, choose TDK. TDK cassettes make music live. 
With a performance as full and vibrant as the original. 
In its special way TDK does more than record. 

It recreates. Music is magic. g 

Don't lose any of it, now that 
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0 percent loss of brain cells 

he book did not go into gre 
but when | asked my psychiatrist 
about it, he refused to listen, waving hi 


hand to indicate that | put the book away 
when | tried t it to him. My own per 
sonal evidence for this kind of damage is 


show 


at my IQ has fallen twenty points in the 
last five ) 

Your tory-behind-the-story 
of the A nent of orthomolecular. 
ism r t me to thinking (which | can 
do, now that | have been off tranquilizers 
for a few months and no longer have 
blocked synap: It inspired me to re 

d Hoffer's book How to Live with 
Schizophrenia. Hoffer's th is that th 
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However, no conventional psychiatrist 
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Mr. Rorvik replies 
While | am not familiar with the study cited 
by Dr. Philpott, an excellent source of in: 
formation on the adverse effects of pheno- 
thiazines and other psychiatric drugs is: 
The Bay Area Committee for Alternatives 
to Psychiatry, 944 Market Street, Room 
701, San Francisco, Calif, 94102. BACAF 
publishes a bimonthly newsletter called 
On the Edge, 


Big Brother 
In Harrison Salisbury's article ‘Big Broth- 
er live and Monitoring 400,000 Calls a 
Day'' (November 1980), the National 
curity Agency is mentioned as a huge 
monitor of American citizens’ communica- 
tions. Could me how | could tind 
out whether the NSA has a file on me?— 
Name and address withheld 
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Kenny Stabler, 
§ quarterback and 

* & motorcyclist. “77 
were to show upon 
the field without 

P any protective gear 
ave d are Id be laughed out of 
the stadium. Or carried out. Yet I 
see a lot of cyclists riding without 
even a helmet. And thats nothing 
to laugh off. Like any sport, motor- 
cycling requires proper equipment. 
That’ why, if! dont 
have a helmet, [dont 
ride. Period.” 


RIDE AWARE. SHOW YOU CARE. 


RCYCLE INDUSTRY COUNCIL, INC. (mic) 


(A public service of the Liquor Industry and this Publication.) 
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Don’t drink too much of a good thing. 
The Distilled Spirits Council of the United States. 


1300 Pennsylvania Building, Washington, D.C. 20004 
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with the agency; however, we will conduct 
a search of our files in compliance with 
dom of Information and Privacy Act 
Such requ should be ad- 
id to me at the following address: 
NSA/CSS, Fort George G. Meade, Md, 
20755. 

An agency-wide search for any refer- 
ence to an individual's name, whether ina 
file maintained under the individual's 
name or not, would cost approximately 
$250, This cost is waived only when it has 
been determined that release of the infor- 
mation can be considered as primarily 
benefiting the general public. 

Penthouse readers should be aware 
that certain information found in this agen- 
ey-wide search, if any such information 
exists, {s likely to be classified or other 
wise exempt from release. These exemp- 
tions, when applied to NSA information, 
have been consistently approved by the 
federal judiciary. 


Lee Harvey Oswald 

In the eighteen years since | interviewed 
Lee Harvey Oswald in New Orleans—the 
only taped Oswald interview ever made 
public—l've not made one public com- 
ment about how other writers have re- 
ferred to that episode. |'ve always felt that 
the public record on my contacts with Os- 
wald—the fact that] sought him out in New 
Orleans on August 17, 1963, to appear on 
my WDSU (then an NBC affiliate) radio 
program, ‘‘Latin Listening Post,” in. spite 
of criticism that | would be allowing a 
“Communist to “propagandize’’ the 
right-wing New Orleans public—was ex- 
tensive enough to prevent distortion by 
other writers, historians, or special-inter- 
est groups. 

That's why | almost burst my appendix 
laughing at your piece by Warren Hinckle 
and William W. Turner, '‘The Mystery of 
544 Camp St." (October 1981), as ex- 
cerpted from their book The Fish Is Red, 
published by Harper & Row. On your page 
180, Hinckle and Turner write, ‘*.... Man- 
uel Gil set up the famous debate between 
Oswald and [Carlos] Bringuier, in which 
Oswald declared ... ‘! am a Marxist.’ '* 
Sorry, friends, but Oswald was my media 
discovery, and / arranged the WDSU de 
bate after the station manager refused to 
tun the full length of the thirty-seven-min- 
ute August 17 tape (which | had had to boil 
down to fit my five-minute slot) and instead 
suggested | set up a debate with ‘‘anti- 
Castro people” on the panel, It was in an- 
swer to my question on’ that debate ‘Are 
you a Marxist?” that Oswald made his ad- 
mission 
hesitate to drag out the whole barrel of 
details leading up to my Oswald contacts, 
including the self-serving ones, but | will if 
this kind of trash history keeps popping 
up. For the record the only “‘name"’ report- 
ers ever to interview Oswald before the 
assassination were Patricia Johnson (then 
Patricia McMillan), who talked to him for a 
North American Newspaper Alliance story 


when he attempted to give up his Ameri- 
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Now you can lighten your workload 
no matter what bracket you're in. 

With a Canon PalmPrinter, 

It gives you clear, legible printout on 
plain paper tape—easy to read and write 
‘on. Plus a highly visible 10-digit display. 

A live memory, too, Even a protec- 
tive compartment for the tape. 
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Canon U,S.A., Inc., 
5380 Peachiree Indusinal Bivd,, Norcross, Georgia 30071 + 123 Paularino Avenue East, Costa Mesa, Calllornis 92626 = 
© 1982 Canon USA, Inc 


The popular P5-D has eShaaee 
able NiCd batteries. 

And the cost efficient P3-D II can 
be powered by penlight batteries or 
optional AC adapter. 

Finally, there's Canon's most 
compact plain paper printer, the 
rechargeable P6-D. It has algebraic 
logic for simple operation. 
~ Canon PalmPrinters. One's 
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Forget your married lover. 
S & Mare different sides of the same 
coin, and unfortunately 
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LETTER OF THE MONTH 

I'm a twenty-four-year-old, 
very attractive woman and 
enjoy a very active sex life, 
I've been enjoying sex since 
the age of seventeen, and | al- 
ways heard that older men 
were supposed to be better in 
bed, but | never believed it 
until lately. About three or four 
weeks ago an old friend of my 
father's came to live with my 
dad and mother and work 
-with Dad. His wife had died 
about a year ago, and he was 
lonely. 

J hadn't seen Robert for 
about ten years when my par- 
ents threw a party for him 
when he moved in. But when 
our eyes met, | knew right 
then that something was go- 
ing to happen between us in 
the near future, | guess the 
last time | had seen Robert | 
had been too young to realize 
what an attractive man he 
was. He is a well-preserved forty-nine-year-old hunk, a little over 
six feet tall, an extremely well-muscled 210 pounds, very hand- 
some with dark brown hair and the biggest hands | have ever 
seen. Robert and | talked for about an hour that first night. 

About a week later Dad asked me if | would be Robert's date for 
dinner and dancing, and | gladly accepted since | had no one 
special at the time, The whole time we were eating dinner | 
couldn't help but smell the great musk he was wearing. Every time 
his clear blue eyes met mine | wanted to wrap my arms around 
him and give him a big kiss. When we danced, his big paws just 
about burned holes in my back, as he was holding me tightly; and 
the closer we got, the more | could feel the heat of his aroused 
manhood. | was getting so horny | wanted him to take me in his 
arms and make passionate love to me. 

The following weekend my parents went to my aunt's, and | 
knew Robert and | would have our chance to get together. | looked 
forward to it all week. The day they left | fixed supper for Robert, 


and he was kind of startled, 
but | think he knew what | 
wanted. After we had dinner, 
we had a few glasses of wine 
and soon both of us were get- 
ting a little buzzed, He asked 
me if | would like to dance 
again, and naturally | accept- 
ed. The more we danced, the 
closer he pulled me to him, 
and finally both of us were so 
aroused we couldn't siand it. 
He picked me up and carried 
me up to his bedroom. He 
took me in his arms and 
crushed me to him and 
brought his very sensuous 
lips down on mine, kissing 
and caressing me with great 
deftness. Before | knew what 
was happening, he had me 
undressed and my love 
Juices were beginning to flow 
down the insides of my 
thighs. | watched in great an- 
ticipation as he began shed- 
ding his own clothing, and 
when he finally got down to his jockey shorts, | was licking my lips 
because his cock stood out like a big banana, When he jerked 
down his shorts to reveal his big, fat cock, | almost fainted. | 
spread my legs and said, ‘Come to Mama." | reached up and 
guided his tool into my moist cunt. As he slowly entered me, | 
screamed out in pleasure and pain. | was gasping, writhing, and 
clawing because the pleasure was so exquisite. His cock 
stretched my cunt to the limit and felt so big and hot. Finally we 
both exploded together in a beautiful orgasm that seemed to 
shake the whole house. Afterwards, while | was lying in his big, 
strong arms, | felt more satisfied than | had ever been before. | told 
Robert that he was the most virile and experienced lover | had 
ever had sex with. He said | was the first woman he had been with 
since his wife died, He also said he felt kind of guilty because he 
was old enough to be my father and he was such a good friend of 
my parents. He didn't think they would approve of my relationship. 

When he got up to get us some drinks, | just lay there and stared 
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at his beautiful body, and by the time he 
got back | was feeling very horny. When 
he handed me my drink, | sat it down and 
got on my hands and knees and started 
licking up and down the insides of his 
thighs, slowly working my way up to his 
cock, Robert gently lifted my head up and 
said, ‘You don't have to do this.” But | 
wanted to give him pleasure any way | 
could, He said he had never had oral sex 
before, so | really wanted to turn the old 
man on. As | started licking up and down 
the long shaft, it began to grow hard in my 
mouth, and when | took it into my mouth he 
began to moan in pleasure. | sucked on 
his erection for everything | was worth. 
Suddenly he erupted, and | swallowed ev- 
ery bit of his delicious semen. He said he 
didn't know that anything could feel so 
good. He knows just how to treata woman 
and the right thing: say. All| have to do 
is think of that cock slowly sliding in and 
out of my cunt and | get chills. 

Do you think that older men make better 
lovers or not?—S.W, 


Three months ago | met the most fantastic 
man | ever dreamed | would lay my eyes 
on. He is a fifty-one-year-old Scottish art 
director and painter who has been living in 
Spain for the last seventeen years. We 
have been inseparable since we met.’ It 
was in Marbella, Spain (where | spend 
most of my summer months), that this took 


.Place. The incredible thing about this man 


is that he is so young at heart. He's in great 
shape, has a terrific libido—much higher 


-than that of any twenty-five-year-old lov- 


er—is a superromantic, an intellectual, 
and, just like me, mad as a hatter from 
time to time. In other words, .he’s a true 
animal who makes me feel like a Total 
Woman 

Because we are nature lovers and know 
what life is all about (both of us having 
fucked around considerably in our lives), 
we realize that superficial screwing 
around can leave you lonely afterward. 
Now that we have a way to exhaust not 
only each other’s body but also our minds, 
| think | have reached total satisfaction 


STRANGE VIBRATIONS 

My husband, Bill, was out with the boys 
one night when | noticed a brand-new 
Penthouse on the coffee table. Thumbing 
through the articles, | came upon your col- 
umn, A man had written in about setting 
his wife up with a friend. As | read, | found 
myself slowly grinding my thighs together. 
As I've said, I've often been turned on by 
your column but this one really touched 
me off. |became so horny that! slowly un- 
dressed, lay back on the couch, and be- 
gan gently rubbing my clit. 

Before reaching a’climax, | went into the 
bedroom and found my ten-inch vibrator. 
Lying back, with my legs spread wide and 
the soles of my feet touching, | began to 
slowly rub the vibrator against-my clit. | 
wanted it inside my throbbing pussy so 
badly that | could barely contro! myself. 

At about this time Bill walked in. | didn't 
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Part Of Our 
National Heritage 


In 1776, Benjamin Franklin 
proposed that the Wild Turkey 
be adopted as the symbol of 
our country. He pointed out 
that this majestic bird is 
native only to the American 
Continent. 

It seems only fitting that 
the Wild Turkey later became 
the symbol of our country’s 
greatest native whiskey. 


WILD TURKEY*/ 101 PROOF/8 YEARS OLD 
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Whetner you prefer records or tapes, your 
favorite FM or AM station, or even making your 
own tape recordings, there's a Super Compo 
system that's perfect for you, If you want the 


Listening to music is best with a compo- 
nent system. But while listening may be a 
pleasure, choosing the components can be 
frustrating and downright intimidating. Now 


Sansui makes choosing your 
system a pleasure, too. By tak- 
ing away the guesswork. 


Designed entirely by Sansui, 


whose history spans the history 
of hi fi, Super Compo compo- 


even slow down. | just kept fucking, buck- 


ing, and moaning with that thick rubber 
cock plunging in and out of my soaking 
cunt. When.| finally came, all | could do 
was smile up at him. He smiled back and 
asked me what had started all of this. 
Hadn't he been taking good enough care 
of me? he asked. | assured him that he 
was and that this had never happened be- 
tore. | then showed him the article that got 
me so hot. He then asked if | were interest- 
ed in living out this fantasy. | was dumb. 
founded. | just looked in his eyes, and after 
what seemed like an hour, | slowly nodded 
my head. 

The next weekend we rented a motel 
room in a small town forty miles away. 
There was a nightclub nearby, and at 
about 10:00 P.M. we drove over, went in 
side, and split up. There were about a doz- 
en couples in the club, dancing and sitting 
al tables and at the bar. There were also 
four single men at the bar. One of them in 
particular was attractive. It took me atleast 
half an hour to catch his eye and smile. 
After making small talk for a few minutes, 
he put his arm around me. | responded by 
laying my hand on his upper thigh and 
gently rubbing as we talked. He began 
rubbing my thigh, slowly working his way 
upward, He massaged my clit for a while, 
and just as he was entering me with two 
fingers, Bill stopped by. He asked how 
long | had been in town. | told him that |: 
was only there for the night and that! hada 
36 PENTHOUSE 


Nents are matched for your 
Style of living and listening, 


ay 


motel room down the road. As we talked, 
Bob looked less and less comfortable. He 
finally stood up and began to leave. | 
stopped him and said, ‘‘Bob, don’t be so 
greedy. There’s enough to go around." 
Bill agreed to pick up a bottle and meet 
back at the room. 

Bob fingered me all the way to the mo: 
tel, and | rubbed his cock through his 
pants. We were both about ready to ex 
plode when we finally got to the room 

We got into a sixty-nine position on the 
bed, with me on top. As he tongued my 
pussy, | just held that club in both hands, 
staring at it and stroking it softly, fantasiz 
ing about having that large thing in my 
pussy, | then noticed movement at the win: 
dow, and there was Bill. | winked at him 
and, taking that massive cock in both 
hands, began to feed it slowly down my 
throat. As Is 's cock and be- 
gan squirming from the attention | was re: 
ceiving, my eyes never left Bill. Finally | 
could take no more, and moans escaped 
from my throat, moans that soon became, 
“Fuck me, put it in me, oh, please fuck 
me,’ 

As Bob changed positions, Bill entered 
the room and began to disrobe. Bob put 
his cock up against my clit and began rub- 
bing'it up and down and against my lips. 
By now | had a death grip on the sheets. | 
physically craved what | knew | was soon 
going to get. He continued to tease ‘me, 
murmuring, ‘Where do you want it, baby? 


ultimate in a matched music system, 
look to Sansui's six Super Compo. 
systems with optional remote 
control* They re matched, 

for you. Unmatched 

by anyone else, 


el 


You want it slow and easy “or fast and 
hard?” | moaned, ‘‘Put it in me, fuck me, 
fuck me hard, please, now.” 

As Bob commenced to do just that, | felt 
a familiar.cock brush against my cheek 
while Bob entered me. The sensation was 
incredible. | felt stretched to the point of 
splitting, but any pain just added to my 
pleasure as we fucked faster and harder. 
We both came quickly. Bob pulled out and 
sprayed my stomach and tits with a huge 
load of come, I'd gotten so carried away 
that | forgot about Bill, who was jerking off 
in my,.face. He blew his load all over my 
face, hair, and mouth. 

We fucked most of the night in every po- 
sition and combination we could think of. | 
even took Bill in my ass and Bob in my 
pussy at the same time. With a cock in 
both holes at once, | never felt so com- 
pletely fucked in my life. It was indescrib- 
able. Things will never be quite the same 
in our lives, thanks to you, Xaviera.—G,G 


It's nice to feel that | am appreciated and 
know that there are folks who get more out 
of life by following my advice. Congratula- 
tions—you have one of those marriages 
where two is company and three is a lot of 
fun. Not everybody is so lucky 

| recall one of my lovers. He was the 
possessive type. An Italian, if | recall. It’s 
nice once in a while to have a lover be pos- 
sessive, It makes you feel wanted. Then it 
gets to be boring. ‘Why did you look at 


Getting comfortable sometimes means 
getting away from it all. And then settling 
back with the smooth, easy taste of Southern 
Comfort, 

Its uniquely delicious flavor was created in 
old New Orleans almost a century ago. And 
it has been enjoyed ever since. 

Try this world famous liquor straight, on the 
rocks, or mixed with fruit juice and a slice of 
something nice . 

It’s one of the real comforts of life. 


Southern Comfort 


LECTRIC SHAVE 
MAKES YOUR BRISTLES STAND UP 
FOR A CLOSER SHAVE. 


Lectric Shave is putting its money where your 
face is. Here's the deal: apply Lectric Shave” to 
one side of your face. Then use your electric 
razor. Compare the Lectric Shave side with the 
dry side. The Lectric Shave side should feel 
closer, smoother. That's because Lectric 
Shave makes your beard stand up. So you 


shave closer, faster, with less irritation. 


OR YOUR MONEY BACK. 


It you don’ agree that Lactric Shave 
Gives you acloser shave, we ligive youa 
Complete refund. Just eend your bottle of 
Lectric Shave with the unused portion 
and the cash register receipt with the 
purchase price crcled to JB Willams 


ectric ‘Guarantee Oller, RO. Box 
5036, Hicksville, New York 11816. 


that man?" “Why did you talk to him?’ 
Etc. This lover of mine, though, was so 
jealous he refused to let me masturbate. 
He broke my vibrator, He threw out my 
ben-wa. | was getting scared that he might 
cut off my fingers. ‘Nobody will have you 
but me," he said. | suppose he felt very 
insecure, Maybe he thought | preferred 
masturbating to making love with him. The 
two forms of sex, to me, are quite different. 
And | wouldn't want to be without either, In 
this case, | got rid of the lover. 


HAIR TODAY, GONE TOMORROW 

| have a girl friend and have found that 
since high school it has been increasingly 
easy to get girls. Our sex life is great, She 
is a@ fucking fanatic. But still, despite this 
constant activity, the problem lies in mas- 
turbation. | love to jerk off. | feel it's a prob- 
lem which needs solving. It's beginning to 
affect my performance as a lover. Instead 
of lasting two or three orgasms per ses- 
sion, | have been finding even one a chal- 
lenge.. In fact, as | sit and write this 
confession, I'm naked, high, and toying 
with the fantasy of having you here, na- 
ked, and reading this, I'm going to resist 
the temptation, though, because | will see 
my lover later tonight. We will spend the 
night together. 

I'ma sensitive person, and | often suffer 
gréat anxiety attacks, which are not to be 
taken lightly. They come in waves, over- 
Powering my confidence and habitually 
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causing me fo bite the hair off my body. 
Everything but underarm and head hair. 
It's weird. | don't know why | crave this, but 
every time | find myself alone and in 
thought | bite these hairs, mostly on my 
hands and wrists. Could this problem and 
masturbation be related? Should | get pro- 
fessional help? | really don't consider my- 
self to be sick, Most people don't notice 
this habit, 

| realize how lucky | am to be so gooa- 
looking. But why do these problems ex- 
ist?—D.B. 


You, have to change your sexual habits. 
Make an effort to fuck more and jerk off 
less. In other words, instead of worrying 
about your own problems so much, try 
paying attention to your lover and her 
needs. Spend more time with foreplay and 
oral sex to get your mind off yourself. 


BREAK UP TO MAKE UP 

This past March | was in the local bar with 
a girl friend in hopes of picking up a good- 
looking dude. Well, at the biggest table in 
the house sat a group of drillers; who had 
been in town a few months. | knew a few of 
them because my sister had dated them. | 
decided to move in and see if! could make 
a killing, After having a few drinks and los- 
ing most of the guys to other women in the 
bar, | was down to’ the last two, both of 
them married and not very attractive. But 
they were friendly and were buying me 


drinks. | talked my friend, Cheryl, into invit- 
ing these two men to go party with us else- 
where. 

When we piled into their pickup truck, | 
ended up sitting next to Tom, the one | had 
hoped not to be with, But | really didn't 
care, because | was too drunk and too 
horny to think twice about it. We ended up 
at his basement apartment, and when 
morning finally came, | couldn't wait to 
leave. 

Two days later his wife returned home 
from a trip, and | found myself wanting 
nothing more than to be with him again. So 
that night my girl friend and | went over to 
his apartment. Tom's wife became emo- 
tionally upset when he left with me, and in 
the strangest of ways this excited me. 

Well, after two weeks of sleeping with 
ime off and on, and on most of the occa- 
sions being found out by his wife, he finally 
asked her to leave and sent her home to 
her parents. After she was gone, | was no 
longer attracted to him, and he started 
hanging around all the time. | found myself 
repulsed at the thought of getting off work, 
knowing he would be waiting for me. 

| once overheard him making a tele- 
Phone call to his wife, telling her he was 
Sorry and that he loved her and wanted to 
get back together. When | heard this, all | 
could think about was being in bed with 
him when his wite returned. So | started 
sleeping with him again. But then his wife 
never showed up, so | dropped him. This 
happened quite a few times until he finally 
left and went back to his wife. A few days 
later he returned and found me with his co- 
worker. Tom beat him up and left town. He 
returned once to pick up his things. He 
called me a few times, wrote me once or 
twice, and | always answered with excite- 
ment. 

Now he is back with his wife. He never 
tries to make contact with me. | dream 
about getting back with him and breaking 
up his marriage. | wonder if I'm weird 
wanting to break up this marriage when | 
don't even tind him that attractive—and he 
leaves a lot to be desired in bed.—M.N. 


A potential lover is always more appealing 
when for some reason you can't have him. 
Bul when you do finally get him, it’s often a 
big disappointment. | think you can see 
that sharing a man's affections is no fun 
after a while. | suggest you forget about 
your married lover, S & M are different 
sides of the same coin, and unfortunately 
your face is on both sides, 


TAKE A “‘NAP" 

In the May 1981 issue of Penthouse your 
column featured a letter from a man with a 
stocking fetish. You asked for anyone with 
an unusual fetish to share it with your read- 
ers. I'm not very good at writing and can't 
give you a very hot letter, sol'll come right 
to the point. I'm turned on by corduroy, 
yes, corduroy. | love to come on them, 
with them, and in them. Panis, skirts, 
shirts, dresses, just about anything made 


of corduroy and worn with a little pride 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 184 
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No other ultra brings you a sensation this refreshing. Even 
at 2 mg.,Kool Ultra has taste that outplays them all. 
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WHEN IT'S TIME TO QUIET DOWN 
AT THE END OF THE DAY, EVEN A FIRE 
TURNS TO RED. 


JOHNNIE WALKER RED 
THE RIGHT SCOTCH WHEN ALL IS SAID AND DONE 


THE PRESIDENTS NEW CLOTHES 


BY EMILY PRAGER ' 


‘ow that Ronald Reagan's been in office for over a year, it's time 
NI we examined whatit really means to have an actor in the White 

House. Mr. Reagan is still an actor, you know, A person doesn't 
retire from acting any more than he retiras from cigarette smoking. 
Long after he has ceased performing tor pay, he still feels an obsessive 
need to cut up if a camera is near or smile broadly at inopportune mo- 
ments just in case someone’ is looking. He wants to put on fancy cos- 
tumes, wear makeup, have his hair done, and who can blame him? 
Everyone wants to be an actor in this day and age. It's just one of those 
crazy things that our most famous actor right now happens also to be 
our president. 

Mr. Reagan's wardrobe for his present role is the most colorful of all 
chief executives since Ike invented the Eisenhower jacket in the 1950s. 
| don't know if he once got Edith Head's advice or what, but he clearly 
believes in underscoring each political occasion with a total wardrobe 
accent. Is there a method to his costume design, or is it just personal 
style? Does Bob Evans get high on himself? 

Itbegan just after Mr. Reagan was shot, on the occasion of his power 
struggle with Alexander Haig. A costume was needed that defined in- 
vincibility, that proclaimed a presidential power which could never be 
assailed. The April 6, 1981, issue of Newsweek, in an article on the 
confrontation, shows a full-color Reagan in his costume of choice: 
jodhpurs, turtleneck, and riding boots with spurs. The perfect power 
outfit. Authoritarian, yet stylish. Patrician, yet in touch with the land, 
Question: Who were the last American leaders to be seen publicly in 
jodhpurs? Answer: Generals MacArthur and Patton. Guys who de- 
fended our liberty against the Nazi 


brown suit and a hard hat. He welcomes back our astronauts from 
space in a flight jacket and an air force cap. (For GOP leaders it's a 
midwestern checked suit and Gucci-type shoes.) He attacks the Fed in 
pure white, a red tie sprinkled with blue elepharts the only dab of color. 
At breakfast with Stockman, he cuts programs for the poor in a white 
Lacoste sport shirt. But at home, after a hard, conservative day, he 
bewails the plight of the average American in blue jeans and a denim 
jacket. Or jeans and a plaid flannel shirt. At home, he's just like you and 
me. He's just an average Joe. 

But wardrobe is only one of an actor's tools. There are others, like 
makeup and hair. Where would Spock be without his ears? Or Jack 
Lord without his eye makeup? But in this area, too, Reagan wins hands 
down. Makeup, which made Nixon look stuffed and Carter washed out, 
brings healthy roses to Ronald Reagan's cheeks. Nasties gossip that 
Reagan dyes his hair, but, hey/—at least he has hair to dye. In fact, 
what other actor of his generation can you name that still has a full head 
of hair? And Reagan's hair, coiffed as ever in the style of Knute Rock- 
ne, is no small asset. Every man in America secretly hopes that when 
he's over seventy, he will have such hair. With the exceptions of Marga- 
ret Thatcher and Colone! Qaddafi, | can’t think of another world leader 
who's got better hair. Reagan gets his vitamin A; that much is very 
clear. 

I never used to think much of Ronald Reagan’s acting, but lately I've 
changed my mind, These days there is nothing | like more than sitting 
down, as | did the other night, with a big bow! of popcorn and a beer and 
watching the president of the United States and the First Lady in Hell- 
cats of the Navy on TV. They were 


scourge and won! Haig in his boring 
blue suit looks like a wimp in com- 
parison, looks like he never leaves 
his office, looks like he lives on mar- 
tinis at lunch, Who would you follow 
into battle: a guy who gets shot in 
the chest and a few weeks later is 
back,in the saddle, or a stooge ina 
striped tie? Up against the Bob 
Mackie of politics, Alexander Haig 
didn’t stand a chance. 

Ever since then, it's been a cos- 
tume extravaganza. Mr. Reagan is 
Everyman. He is Mr. America, the 
macho ideal, He is tall and straight. 
He's got big shoulders, and he be- 
lieves in the pocket handkerchief. 
When it's too hot to wear a tie, Ron- 
ald Reagan doesn't wear one. Why 
should he? In.an open shirt, he’s the 
daddy of our country. There is noth- 
ing Continental about him, No one 
would mistake him as being French. 

Mr. Reagan addresses labor in a 


both fabulous, This fall | caught our 
chief of state ina movie with Patricia 
Neal in which he played a wounded 
prisoner of war. He was just like he 
was when he was wounded by 
Hinckley, cheerful and determined, 
and it made me wonder whether his 
acting jobs had somehow prepared 
him for his present responsibilities, 
You know, in the same way that 
Robert Young always speaks for 
doctors since he played Marcus 
Welby, Maybe starring In a movie is 
not so different from starring in the 
presidency, when you get right 
down to it. In both instances what 
you're doing is making an illusion 
believable and bankable, and if you 
don't succeed, they throw tomatoes 
and drop your option. The point is, 
maybe we've hit upon something 
here and from now on: all our presi- 

dents should be actors. 
Instead of primaries, we should 
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Probably have auditions. We'd 
start with the traditional “open 
call," Any actor who wants the role 
of president could show up, and 
then, by means of a computer 
hookup with home television sets, 
we, the American public, could 
Push a button and weed out those 
‘we don't think are the right type for 
the role, Those left would each 
have to do several things: 

(1) Looking as much like Jack 
Kennedy as possible—navy blue 
suit and striped or dotted tie man- 
datory—but with a touch of Frank- 
lin Roosevelt in the voice, address 
the nation, staring directly into the 
camera. Any actor who could 


Arabic, and know how many can- 
dies are to be lit for Chanukah. He 
must take @ lunch better than 
‘Swifty Lazar, voice his belief that 
the Germans have changed, and 
Pretend to take Mexico seriously. 

Once an actor has shown us all 
of these talents, then we look at 
his movies, his image. And it's 
here, I'm afraid, that a lot of candi- 
dates lose out. 

Marion Brando is, frankly, too 
kinky. Robert Duvall is strong, but 
can he shake Boo Radley? Pacino 
is, unfortunately, short, Robert 
Redford is an isolationist, but he 
would please the environmental- 
ists. And though Paul Newman 


Actors for president in ‘84: Pacino, too short; Hurt, perfection. 


make this interesting would go a 
long way toward winning the part. 
(2) Be able to improvise at a 
press conference. Be able to be 
humorous but not giddy, self-dep- 
recating yet  self-aggrandizing, 
Laugh at himself, but not too hard. 
Sleep with members of the press 
corps if he thinks it will help—but 
don't leave anyone important out. 
(3) Learn the line “I am going to 
cut taxes!" Deliver it so convinc- 
ingly that no one will even consid- 
er what will happen if you do. 
Now, that’s just the basic audi- 
tion. But, of course, any actor up 
for the part must be taller and slim- 
mer than Brezhnev, able to quip in 
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and Joanne Woodward are pretty 
near pertect, | think we need new 
blood. My vote, just off the top of 
my head, call it a hunch, goes to 
William Hurt. | think he would be 
ivine. He's intelligent and sexy on 
film. He appeals to the young peo- 
ple. And like Ronald Reagan, he 
can cry on cue. My only hope is 
that before presidential audition 
time, he finds a gal who could do 
the part of First Lady. But come to 
think of it, why should the First 
Lady be an afterthought, an ap- 
pendage? From now on, let's have 
auditions for that part, too. 

Meanwhile, we'd like to thank 
you for coming, Nancy. Next? 


Steve Senapiro/Sygma 
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podium, “and it is going to fall just 
like it did before. We have to get 
out of the cities, and we have to 
get the cities out of us. We will 
have one hour. It tells us that in 
Deuteronomy.” 

itwas no ordinary revival. There 
was more than the usual religious 
fervor at this gathering of the 
Christian Patriots. The worship- 
Pers were not typical. One beard- 
ed man was dressed all in black. 
Another was wearing a black beret 
and a T-shirt with a picture of a 
fobed Klansman on a rearing 
white horse surrounded by flames. 
A young woman in camouflage fa- 
tigues sported a silver death's- 
head belt buckle the size of my fist. 
A pale, blond-haired man in wrap- 
around sunglasses looked like a 
cross between a rock star and a 
Hitler youth, And a burr-headed fat 
kid of twelve, the kind of kid who 
looks like he tortures cats, had a 
World War | trench knife on his 
belt, the type with brass knuckles 
built into the handguard, Half the 
People in the tent wore carnou- 
flage fatigues, and almost every- 
one was wearing some kind of 
knife—sheath knives, boot knives, 
folding fighter knives, belt-buckle 
push daggers, stilettos in fancy 
‘shoulder rigs—expensive weap- 
‘ons that can kill people. 

More men in fatigues and berets 
‘stood around the,tent. They wore 
forty-fives in shoulder holsters and 
carried assault rifles, twelve- 


gauge riot guns, and automatic 
weapons on assault slings. The 
red-white-and-blue insignia on 
their uniforms was a cross overlaid 
with sword and battle-ax. They 
were members of the training cad- 
re from The Covenant, The Sword, 
The Arm of the Lord, a survival 
school, who were going to lead the 
night class on a simulated combat 
Patrol. Most of the cadre live on a 
200-acre base near the Arkansas- 


“Missouri border. The base is for- 


tified with bunkers, tunnel com- 
plexes, and a twenty-four-hour 
Perimeter defense, and the cadre 
live in a state of readiness, we 
were told, as if the “collapse” had 
already occurred, 

“Just one hour, people,” the 
Preacher continued, “to fight, re- 
sist, ahd flee. Already concentra- 
tion camps are being prepared to 
hold Christians. There is a one- 
hundred-million-acre compound in 
Alaska, one of several in the coun- 
try. We have to be ready to fight, 
people, but weapons without God 
are vanity. But God ... God can 
give us 223s, 308s, or he can give 
us the jawbones of asses. It don't 
matter, because He wants us to 
‘see Israel, the true Israel. 

“People, | don't want to see 
your babies tossed around on the 
tips of bayonets. | don't want to 
‘see your women raped—forty 
times in one night. | don't want 
your children molested by homo- 
sexuals. So tonight we are going 
to begin preparing ourselves tor 
what Is to come. They're watching 
us. The enemy is watching us—we 
know who they are—and they 
want to stop what we're trying to 
do here, But we will use what we 
can. | know that none of us has 
been in a war, in combat. We don't 
really know what it will be like, but 
we will use what we can to help us 
Prepare for it. 

“Lord, help us to do thy will to- 
night. Help us learn the skills of 
combat patrolling and be with us in 
tonight's operation. Amen." 

\'d arrived that morning at the 
estate grounds, fifty-five acres in 
central Illinois, the entrance only a 
couple of blocks from the court- 
house in Louisville. A banner over 
the gate proclaimed, “Welcome 
Patriots.” A security man stepped 


out of the guardhouse to check the 
attendance reservation I'd gotten 
in the mail that stipulated: “Admis- 
sion Is conditioned [sic] upon the 
bearer being of the White (Cauca- 
sian) Race,” 

The guard, who was carrying an 
AR-18 assault rifle and who had 
the current Issue of Soldier of For- 
tune magazine tucked beneath his 
arm, waved me into a parking 
area, 

The convention site was pleas- 
ant, grassy and well kept, dotted 
with groves of trees, hills and 
meadows, and even a lily pond 
complete with geese. The “head- 
quarters building," a barnlike du- 
plicate of George Washington's 
Mount Vernon and built, for some 
feason, 20 percent larger than the 
original, was in need of paint. It 
housed display booths where you 
could buy freeze-dried foods, sur- 
vival books and pamphlets, army 
training manuals, army-surplus 
combat gear, aluminum blowguns, 
bulletproof vests. Ku Klux Klan T- 
shirts and pocket knives, bumper 
stickers that declared, in red- 
white-and-blue, “Joe McCarthy 
Was Right," “Unleash our Ener- 
gy—More Nukes NOW,” “Anglo 
Power,” “Stop E.R.A.," or “| Won't 
Give Up My Gun Till They Pry It 
from My Cold, Dead Fingers,” and 
books on everything from surviv- 
ing nuclear war to avoiding pay- 
ment of income tax, There were 
literally tons of pamphlets with ti- 
tles like "The Jewish World Con- 
piracy,” “Jewish Ritual Murder," 
and “The Anita Bryant Story." An- 
‘other pamphlet, "How to Deal with 
Niggers,” offered a list of rules that 
included the advice “Never en- 
gage them in debate or conversa- 
tion, Nothing a nigger knows or 
thinks is of the slightest impor- 
lance to you." There were dozens 
‘of pamphlets “proving” that the 
Holocaust never happened and 
that the Jews are barbarian impos- 
tors, that the- true Israelites— 
God's chosen people—are all 
white, Anglo-Saxon Americans. 

The Freedom Festival partici- 
Pants were utterly humorless. The 
‘only times | heard laughter were 
when someone told a racist joke. 
These wete mostly blue-collar 
People who had worked hard and, 


not getting their share of the 
American dream, were looking for 
scapegoats to blame their prob- 
Jems on, Jews and blacks. They 
reminded me of Germany before 
Hitler came to power—people 
looking for a cause, a leader, and 
for self-respect. 

Ata seminar on small-unit tac- 
tics conducted by a general, a 
stocky woman in her fifties stood 
up, looked around, and said, “| 
don't know if there are any spies 
here, but why don't we just elimi- 
nate some of the leaders like Kis- 
singer and Rockefeller instead of 
just waiting for it to happen?" Peo- 
plein the crowd chuckled and nod- 


after he was granted three visions 
by an angel at Valley Forge. 

After the prayer, the cadre lined 
up into columns of twelve to fifteen 
people. | looked over at a high- 
‘school kid in the next column and 
‘saw that he had an automatic pis- 
tol in a fancy cross-draw holster. 
‘As | watched, he pulled the pistol 
out and fumbled with it for a full 
minute, trying to cock it or put the 
‘Safety on or off or something. He 
clearly didn't know what he was: 
doing, I'd thought that only the 
cadre would have weapons, but as 
| looked around, | saw that | was 
wrong. Half the people in the class. 
were armed. They had shotguns, 


ded their heads, and the general 
said, “Well, it isn't that a lot of us 
haven't thought about It, but this 
isn’t a class on assassination.” 

At that point | was acutely aware 
of an armed security cadre stand- 
ing behind me, and | decided then 
to use a much smaller notebook 
and to use a pseudonym for this 
article, 

The Christian Patriots believe— 
and they hope—that one or more 
of the following will happen; The 
Communists will invade the United 
States from Cuba, Mexico, and 
Canada, The economy will col- 
lapse, and traitors within our own 
government will precipitate a nu- 
clear war. The cities will go up in 
fire storms, and marauding hordes 
of blacks will flee the cities to loot, 
rape, and murder. Whichever, the 
Christian Patriots will establish an 
area in the Midwest, where they 
will hold off the hordes and sur- 
vive. This area will be a “Golden 
Triangle, the true JerUSAlem," as 
foretold by George Washington 


Laeeisite 


pistols, and sophisticated assault 
rifles on their persons. 

And then | saw a pretty girl I'd 
seen that afternoon in the small- 
unit tactics class, a cute brunette 
who'd been wearing a “White 
Power" button. Now she was 
wearing camouflage fatigues and 
carrying a short-barreled .12 
gauge riot gun. | had an impulse to 
go over to her and say, “Hey, why 
don't we knock off this silly shit? 
Let's go somewhere and talk or 
something." But she had that look 
‘on her face, just like the others. 
They were Serious. They thought 
that this was the real stuff. They'd 
all read their training manuals, but 
none of them knew that once the 
shooting starts, all the rules go out 
the window. 

We were told that the evening's 
exercise was to teach us to "get 
down" quickly when fired at by the 
enemy. When the squad leader 
fired his rifle into the air, we were 
to fall down, facing alternately left 
and right. Abruptly, the speaker 
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fired his rifle, having braced it ca- 
‘sually against his hip. Some of the 
participants fell quickly in the cor- 
rect direction, some of them in the 
wrong direction, while others 
crouched, looked around, and 
then went down on all fours while a 
few just remained standing, 
hunched over and confused, 

“All right, people,” the squad 
leader shouted, ‘that was pretty 
‘slow, When you hear a shot, you 
get down. You don’t have time to 
think about it. You think about it, 
and you're gonna be dead. Okay. 
Everybody back up. Let's try it 
again.”” 

He fired again, and again, until 
almost everyone was falling quick- 
ly and in the correct direction. The 
‘overall military commander of the 
Christian Patriots walked among 
the participants, carrying a stick. 
He was wearing a khaki uniform 
with red shoulder boards. He hada 
total of twenty silver stars on his 
two shoulders, and enough stars, 
crossed swords, and enameled 
brass badges on his beret to pass 
as an Eagle Scout at a national 
Jamboree or as the star of a Gilbert 
and Sullivan musical. He rapped 
people's heels with the stick after 
they fell, telling them, “Get those 
heels down.” There seemed to be 
‘some contusion as to whether the 
heels should be turned in, out, or 
to one side to avoid, | suppose, se- 
rious heel wounds, 

Finally, the columns “moved 
out" toward a pasture, falling 
whenever the squad leader fired 
into the air, It was dusk, and for a 
{ew minutes | tried to pretend that! 
was back in Vietnam, heading fora 
night location, but the whole busi- 
ness was so absurd that | gave it 
up. One enthusiastic trainee rolled 
behind a patch of weeds after fall- 
ing and was singled out and 
praised by the squad leader for his 
imagination and quick thinking. 1 
kept wondering, "Don't these peo- 
ple realize that it’s fine to fall down 
when you're shot at, but after that 
you are going to have to do some- 
thing?” 

By the time it was dark, we were 
lying prone in the grass, sweating, 
while the mosquitoes bit hell out of 
our necks, wrists, and ankles. 
Women and children were clus- 
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tered around a couple of cars be- 
hind us while the cadre split into 
two groups to simulate a firefight 
and "give us some idea of what it's 
like to be in combat.” 

The guy next to me wanted to 
low-crawl through the grass, get 
behind the cadre, and “ambush” 
them. | declined to go with him, 
and he seemed disappointed in 
my lack of enthusiasm. 

And then the firefight began. 
The two groups fired bottle rock- 
ets—those little firecrackers at- 
tached to slivers of wood—at each 
other and threw strings of fire- 
crackers. For ten minutes the 
rockets hissed through the air, 
whistled, cracked and popped, 
turned into green and red pin- 
wheels, and spun in the grass, 
throwing sparks, It was a pretty 
enough display but not like any 
firefight I've even been in. Both 
sides yelled racial insults at each 
other in the dark, ‘Come and get it, 
nigger!” “Come on, jigaboo!"” “Eat 
that, spear chuckers!" The guy 
who'd wanted to ambush the cadre 
giggled and said, “I hope that re- 
porter from Boston isn't still here." 

Out in the dark someone yelled, 
“Two things you can't give a nig- 
ger—a fat lip or a black eye.” The 
crowd thought that was a good 
one, | heard the women and chil- 
dren laughing back by the cars. 
One of the women yelled, “Take 
his ears. Take his ears,” and that 
got more laughs, 

After the firefight, the cadre of- 
fered up a prayer, thanking God 
for allowing us all to “successfully 
complete this training exercise 
without anyone being injured.” 

| went back the next morning, 
There was a light rain falling, and 
most of the people with .exhibit 
booths had packed up their stuff 
and left. A Christian self-defense 
group was practicing the ““over- 
hand nose smash” in the drizzle, 
shouting as they slammed their 
fists down in unison. As | walked 
back to my car, | noticed the gen- 
eral looking out at the rain from 
behind a screen door in the 20- 
percent-larger-than-the - original 
replica of Mt. Vernon. He seemed 
to represent the spirit of the place. 
Inept, confused, and unutterably 
sad.—Tom Herron 
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CHECKING OUT 


MYhe end-of-life movie, a 
fairly new type directly de- 
scended from the end-ot- 


life Broadway play, enjoys at least 
one unfair advantage. lt’s that in 
the face of death, everything 
about life seems precious. You 
need only assume death's pres- 


Katharine Hepburn and the Fondes, Henry and Jane: ripe for the fall 


ence in order to validate the most 
simpleminded affirmations. Who 
could ignore even the weather re- 
port—"'Looks like a good day to- 
morrow"—from the lips of a dying 
man? 

By “death's presence” | mean 
nothing so traditional as "last mo- 
ments.” They have been haunting 
the movies forever. When | was a 
kid, | hated them almost as much 
as | hated love scenes, though | 
know now that like love scenes, 
you must accept a few last mo- 
ments if the good stuff—the jokes, 
the terror, the suspense—is to 
make sense. But in the end-of-life 
movie the jokes, the terror, the 
Suspense, have to do only with dy- 
ing. Usually you won't even see 
the last moments. But you will be 
made to understand that life is ter- 
minal and that somebody's term is 
just about up. 

Thus Norman Thayer, ex-col- 
lege teacher, central character of 
Mark Rydell's On Golden Pond, 


celebrates his eightieth birthday in 
the bitter knowledge that he may 
Not live to see his eighty-tirst. With 
his loving and long-suffering wite, 
Ethel, he has come to his comfort- 
able summer house on a tranquil 
New England lake. There he 
awaits the arrival of his semi-es- 
tranged, fortyish daughter, her lat- 
est lover, a dentist, and the man’s 
pubescent son. The middle-aged 
folks leave—a romantic trip to Eu- 
rope. The boy remains behind. 
‘And through a summer of trout 
fishing and Parcheesi, old Norman 
and young Billy Ray, despite a mu- 
tual mistrust and almost mutual 
irascibility, forge a friendship that 
matures the kid and humanizes 
the old man to the point where 
something beside the contempla- 
tion of his own decay can interest 
him. Only then, | suppose, is he 
ripe for the fall. 

It is a heartwarming story. That 
means, itis the most outrageously 
contrived, sentimental treacle— 
Saved, so far as it is saved, by the 
great old actor whose vehicle it 
has become. It makes everyone 
else fail. The kid, in an annoyingly 
slick performance by Doug McKe- 
on, has, beneath his smart-assed 
manner, a golden heart that is just 
waiting to be burnished. The 
daughter, the forty-three-year-old 
Jane Fonda, breathtaking in a biki- 
ni, carries a psychological burden 
(“Mother, | have been answering 
to Norman ali my life . . ."') of a sort 
bor chiefly by middle-aged chil- 
dren in Broadway plays. And her 
mother, Katharine Hepburn, must 
express such unflagging zest for 
living (Norman, the loons are 
teaching their baby to fly. Isn't that 
exciting . ..") that even the gent- 
lest among us may have to sup- 
press an urge to kill 

Playing ‘straight man to Nor- 
man's geriatric petulance must be 
a thankless task. | suppose that 
Hepburn does it valiantly. But do- 
ing it valiantly and.doing it well are 
not the same thing. The late ca- 
reer of Katharine Hepburn is, of 
course, full of marvelous reso- 
nance. It is not, however, so full of 
marvelous achievement. So much 
of her energy must go into the 
mere protecting of a performance 
that very little is left for art. The ac- 
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John Badham on the set of Whose Life: good work around the edges. 


tress who can still move me to 
tears with her last reading of the 
calla lilly speech in Stage Door 
(1937) now moves me to little be- 
yond good wishes in material not 
much more transparently theatri- 
cal. 

What moments she has as Ethel 
are mainly the moments Norman 
brings to her. And as Norman, 
Henry Fonda has the field day he 
deserves. In a way, it is too easy a 
role, this octogenarian played 
rather as a precocious, pampered 
young person confounded at dis- 
covering the indignity of his own 
old age. But of course it is only as 
easy as Fonda makes it, and his 
wonderful bad manners (blaming 
everyone around him for each 
near-disaster that his feebleness 
causes) never descend to man- 
nerism. He Is frightened, charm- 
ing, sly, cruel, grudgingly kind by 
turns. Behind his steel-rimmed 
glasses, his old-man's bushy eye- 
brows, the slight protrusion of his 
mouth, he has fashioned a closed 
cell of feeling, and nothing, not 
even reconciliation with all the 
generations of his family, will make 
him wholly open out. 

Mark Rydell's production tries 
hard enough, God knows. It is so 
handsomely pictorial, so evoca- 
tive of flowing nature, that it almost 
overpowers the calculated stage 
play at its center. Norman Thayer 
probably wouldn't be bamboozled 
by such placid eyewash, But | am, 
a little—the beautiful trees, the 
marsh grass, the glistening lake, 
even the dartings of those silly, 


trowel-headed loons. 


On the other hand, the work 
around the edges of John Bad- 
ham's Whose Life Is It Anyway? 
makes the movie, almost despite 
the strident lesson in self-determi- 
nation at its core. It's not that the 


obviously intended to foreshadow 
a victory, to advance the story 
right up to the judicial hearing that 
is the film's climax. But the actress 
involved (Abigail Hepner) happens 
to be very good, And the effect of 
her voice in the night, her kind- 
ness, and her gentle efficiency is 
momentarily to transform the hos- 
pital into the place of compassion 
ate care it is supposed to be, No 
big deal. But you could live in the 
company of that nurse, and Ken 
Harrison (Richard Dreyfuss) is 
choosing to die, 

This sort of understated deep- 
ening of a situation is. typical of 
John Badham, whose big. films, 
Saturday Night Fever and Dracula 
(but not the excellent The Bingo 
Long Traveling All-Stars and Mo- 
tor Kings or the TV-movie sleeper 
Isn't It Shocking?) have allowed 
him only occasional passages for 
the exercise of his best talents. 
Whosé Life Is It Anyway? turns out 
to be a director's movie, however, 
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Richard Dreyfuss and John.Ci 


ssaveles: sympathy for both sides. 


film's hospital intensive-care unit 
is so stunningly realistic. It's rather 
that so much of what goes on 
there—even the hospital routine— 
works with an intelligence that 
keeps refashioning the drama 
rather than just providing a credit- 
able background for the themes, 
A brief scene near the end 
catches this perfectly, In the mid- 
dle of the night a young nurse has 
come to change the position of the 
quadriplegic hero in his bed. He 
wakens, and as she works she 
tells him that his campaign to be. 
taken off all artificial life-support 
systems, so that he may be al- 
lowed to die, has made him a ce- 
lebrity in the hospital. The scene is 


even with the ubiquitous presence: 
of an especially clever star. 

After his spine is severed in a 
dreadful auto accident, brilliant 
young sculptor Ken Harrison can 
never again walk, or move. his 
hands or arms, or make love to his. 
girl, or normally eat, or voluntarily 
go to the bathroom, or even sit 
without a strap to hold him up. On 
the other hand, he can still talk, So 
you may see him either as a valiant 
rebel or as a nonstop mouthpiece 
haranguing a captive audience of 
top-notch medical personnel 

Let's have him both ways. The 
gab masks the suffering; the suf- 
fering provides the occasion for 
the gab. It's boring that his gal- 


lows-humored one-liners always 
score a mark. But then the one-lin- 
ers aren't all bad, and this is a 
world where everyone from the 
chief of medical service (John 
Cassavetes) down to the black or- 
derly—especially the black orderly 
(Thomas Carter)—gives almost as 
good as he or she gets from Ken. 
Richard Dreyfuss, never my favor- 
ite actor, may be at his best here. It 
is not too surprising that the inabil- 
ity to move anything from his neck 
down clarifies his performance, 
frees it from extraneous “acting,” 
leaving him more direct, less 
fussy, than in any other recent film. 

The moral issue at stake is 
whether there can be a justifiable 
suicide (the film wastes a lot of 
breath assuring us this isn’t the is- 
sue), and as problem melodrama 
this has its points. Some of the 
fleshing out seems clumsy (espe- 
cially a prepackaged performance 
by Bob Balaban as the lawyer Ken 
retains to represent him), but more 
of it is remarkably open and free. 
All the women around Ken share 
in this: the head nurse, Rodriguez 
(Alba Ohms), and the student 
nurse, Mary Jo (Kaki Hunter); the 
girl friend (Janet Eilber) Ken re- 
jects; and especially his doctor, 
Claire Scott (Christine Lahti). 
When he tells Dr, Scott that she 
has beautiful breasts, loud enough 
so everyone in Intensive care can 
hear, she responds with such 
graceful embarrassment that she 
reminds me of Diane Keaton at her 
best in Annie Hall. She is beautiful, 
all of her, and strong enough to 
stand up to Dreyfuss at his most 
resourceful. 

Ken Harrison wants. to die, 
above all, because he canno long: 
‘er work, His antagonist, doing his 
job, is the chief of medical service, 
who means to keep him alive. It is 
another one of John Cassavetes’s 
good performances (the list grows 
very long), and It is also one of the 
film's achievements that this po- 
tential ogre of wall-intantioned 
pride emerges nearly as sympa- 
thetic as the man he wants to 
save. The guts it takes to give the 
other side its due tells you just how 
well "Whose Life Is It Anyway? 
overcomes its glibness and its 
flaws.—Aloger Greenspun 
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UNNATURAL SCIENCE 


t's all right with me when a vid- 
E: science jockey espouses 
extraterrestrial life, on prime- 
lime TV. } can almost believe it 
when he tells me we'll be living in 
space colonies the shape of wag- 
on wheels by the end of the cen- 
tury, I've read H.G. Wells, and 
Jules Verne, too. But when es- 
teemed scientisis—Nobel Prize 
winners—believe that seeds from 
outer space gave birth to mankind 
or that one day soon a human soul 
will inhabit a computer, | don’t 
know whether to laugh or cry. It 
might be wonderful, and it might 
even be true, but it sure is welrd 
Our information-addicted soci 
ety is generating so much data 
that scientists can’t think up theo- 
ries fast enough. Science today 
has become a surreal iandscape 
‘of expanding and contracting uni 
verses, meandering continents 
and restless subatomic boasts 
called quarks and leptons. it's 
easy to get lost and frightened, But 
Talking Tech (Morrow) is the ideal 
guide through the bizarre world of 
apability, controversy, 
and conviction. Here, finally, is a 
book that explains what a melt 
down really is, how holograms 
work in’ 3D, and sixty-eight other 
shibboleths that everybody uses 
in conversation but doasn't under- 
stand, It’s like science class in the 
sixth grade, when it was still fun 
and didn't require too much math. 
Authors Howard Rheingold and 
Howard Levine deftly part fact 
from conjecture rvation from 
speculation, and safely deliver the 
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reader out of the technological wil 
deress. 

Unfortunately, there's no prom: 
ised land waiting on the other side. 
With their backs up against the 
cutting edge, theorists strain for 
explanations. Is sexual preference 
a genetically lencoded trait? Is it 
possible to give a person a shot 
against old age? Even the most 
basic questions, such as the true 
origins of life, remain entangled in 
mystery. 

Who could be more capable to 
trace the long journey from mi 
crobe to man than Francis’Crick, 
the Nobel Prize-winning biologist 
who helped crack the genetic DNA 


code? In Life Itself (Simon & 
Schuster), Crick approaches the 
problem by asking what the 
chances are that life could get 
Started on a planet similar to Earth, 
somewhere in the universe, He 
begins by setting up the biological 
hoops through which all mole- 
cules had to pass in order to be- 
come the chemical basis of life. 
It's all very tedious, and the chalk 
dust practically lifts off the page 
until chapter eleven, “From this 
point on," says Crick, “Wwe must 
leave behind quantitative consid- 
erations." And that's an under 
statement. Suddenly, the book 
turns into science fiction 


Four billion years ago, on some 
distant planet, a race of intelligant\ 
beings put microorganisms similar 
to bacteria on a spaceship. These 
single and multi-celled creatures 
landed on Earth and, feasting on 
the nutrient-rich oceans, eventual- 
ly evolved into man: 

Crick calls his theory “directed 
panspermia.” While his science 
may be sound, his psychology is 
not. Wouldn't a superintelligent 
civilization have better things to do 
than indulge in cosmic inter. 
course? Crick suggests that per- 
haps their planet was doomed by 
some interplanetary catastrophe, 
a Collision with a meteor or an ex- 
ploding star perhaps: But as 
James Edward Oberg demon: 
strates in New Earths (Stack- 
pole), any technologically sophis: 
ticated race would have it well 
within its means to dislodge a me- 
teor from orbit and create hospita- 
ble environments on practically 
any planet of its choosing. 

Taking planets apart and putting 
them back together again to cre- 
ate a world that could sustain 
vegetation and animal life is called 
terraforming. It takes big tools to 
do a big job, and Oberg thinks 
nothing of detonating H-bombs to 
stir oceans or of constructing a 
necklace of orbiting mirrors to 
warm up a chilly planet. Already on 
the drawing boards are plans to 
tug comets to sites where they can 
be mined and to toss a wet world 
into a dry one by manufacturing a 
olimate with oceans and air 

Oberg has a whole bag of terra 
forming tricks to change Mars, Ve: 
nus, Mercury, and even the moons 
of Jupiter into Earth-like Edens. 
With world-bullding on the brain, 
it's not surprising that Oberg 
should get alittle evangelical. One 
day, he predicts, macro-engineers 
will travel through the galaxy, leav- 
ing in their wake blue-green worlds 
ready for human colonization 

Remember Rodan Meets God- 
zilla? Fans of the four o'clock 
movie will be glad to know that 
somewhere in this cosmos there is 
probably a planet ruled by giant in- 
telligent reptiles. Géne Bylinsky's 
Life in Darwin's Universe (Doub- 
leday) makes the scientific case 
for all your favorite matinee movie 


monsters, including intelligent ec- 
toplasm, giant insects, and even 
sentient planets. At any point 
along the primrose path of man's 
evolution, says Bylinsky, nature 
could have veered off, favoring the 
development of a different spe- 
cias. For example, had the dino- 
saurs not become extinct 65 
million years ago, reptiles would 
have had the opportunity to evolve 
into an intelligent race. 

But like their celluloid counter- 
parts, Bylinsky’s extraterrestrial 
200 is strictly Grade B, His imagi- 
nation is composed of hindsight. 
He does, however, refresh one's. 
appreciation for the eeria and 


gence, Man's successor, pro- 
claims Jastrow, will spring not 
from his loins but from his brain. It 
will use circuits for nerves and 
electricity for blood. By 1995, com- 
puters will supersede man’s ability 
to remember and reason, 
Jastrow is serious about com- 
puters being considered as an in- 
telligent life species. He speaks 
about them with an eerie respect 
and affection. Computers are ap- 
proaching the point where they will 
bo responsive to the world around 
them, able to learn from experi 
‘ance, and even assume feelings 
and emotions. When computers 
reach that stage, says Jastrow, 
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strange life forms that already 
populate this planet. (Octopuses 
are remarkably intelligent, have 
cameralike. horizontal-bar. pupils, 
and green blood.) The only truly 
different alien life form Bylinsky 
‘comes up with Is a creature mod- 
eled on the koala bear. Marsupial 
man would have a shaved head 
and a pouch in which to carry 
young, like the kangaroo. Some- 
how | don't think Hollywood is in- 
terested. 

As tor a clear picture of how the 
human species might next evolve, 
Bylinsky abruptly changes the 
‘subject. It's as if his crystal ball has 
blown a fuse, Can it be that man- 
kind has reached its biological lim- 
its? Is the curtain coming down on 
human evolution? Most definitely, 
Says Robert Jastrow in The En- 
chanted Loom (Simon & Schus- 
ter), After a million years of growth, 
our brain size has stopped ex- 
panding, and with it our intelli- 


we'll have no choice but to consid- 
er them not only alive but also 
members of a superior race. 

Allin all, it's been a bad year tor 
the future. There are lots of down- 
beat science books going around. 
Nuclear holocaust, Economic col- 
lapse. Environmental disaster. 
Readers are being told that one 
day our mischief is going to do us 
in—permanently, Dougal Dixon's 
After Man (St. Martin's) is based 
on the unhappy premise that 50 
million years from now, life on 
earth will be merrily evolving with: 
out us. He introduces us to a host 
of mammals, reptiles, and birds 
that only vaguely resemble the 
lucky couples that made it onto 
Noah's Ark. Rats, predictably, not 
‘only survive but come out on top. 
Dixon speculates that over the mil- 
lennia rats will develop a doglike 
appearance, with teeth modified 
for stabbing and tearing flesh. 
Can't wait—M. S, Kaplan 


here's an alehouse in 
lower Manhattan, tucked 
away on the outskirts of 
the Lower East Side, and it’s to 
this alehouse that rock singer Pe- 
ter Wolf repairs when he’s visiting 
New York. Wolf is lead vocalist 
with the J. Geils Band, a Boston- 
based outfit that's been rocking 
along since 1968 without a single 
personnel change. The J. Geils 
Band sells lots of records and late- 
ly has two hit albums in Love 
Stinks and Freeze-Frame. They've 
Played in lots of theaters, sports 
arenas, and outdoor stadiums, on 
their own and as a favorite opening 
act of the Rolling Stones. Peter 
Wolf can afford to frequent joints 
that are more exclusive than the 
alehouse, but the alehouse is 
where you're most likaly to find him. 
He's been known to spend entire 
days there. 

Wolf is razor thin, wears black, 
and tends to lapse without warning 
into mile-a-minute disc jockey raps 
that he ramambers from, his ado: 
lescence. "I grew up in New York 
City, and since | was obsessed 
with rock 'n’ roll, | spent my nights 
listening to those guys," he ex- 
plained one afternoon as he 
washed down a sandwich of soda 
crackers, cheese, and hot mus- 
tard with a cool draft ale. “Guys 
lke Alan Freed, Jocko Henderson, 
the Magnificent Montaque—they 
really loved rock ‘n' roll. They were 
great, great teachers. And when 
the J. Geils Band first got together, 
we all considered ourselves stu- 
dents—students at the college of 


musical knowledge." 

Wolf signaled for another round. 
“In the early days,” he continued, 
“we were studying R&B, Chicago 
blues, some jazz. Rock 'n’ roll 
meant a tremendous amount in 
our lives, and we were trying to fa- 
miliarize ourself with the tradition 
of rock 'n’ roll. But rock 'n’ roll is: 
still going on, still developing, 
There's a lot of exciting stuff going 
‘on right now—new bands, young 
record labels—and we have a re- 
‘sponsibility to ourselves to stay on 
top of it. If there's anything out 
there that can inspire us, we're 
gonna search for it, because we 
have to continue to grow, Other- 
wise we'll become just another 
boring, banal band.”” 

You don't ordinarily hear that 
kind of talk from bands as estab- 
lished as J. Geils, but J. Geils isn’t 
your ordinary band. Their stage 
shows could fool you. Hard-edged 
guitar boogie and gritty street- 
corner soul are what their fans 
come for and what they get. Wolf 
sings, screams, stomps, and 


. Jumps like a jackrabbit while the in- 


strumentalists—Stephen Bladd 
on drums, Daniel Klein on bass, 
Seth Justman on keyboards, Mag- 
ic Dick on harmonica, and J. Geils 
himself on guitar—lay down one 


steaming groove after another. A 
great boogie band, you think, Then 
you hear the records, 

The earliest J. Geils albums 
earned the group a reputation as 
“America's Rolling Stones," but 
by the time they recorded Monkey 
Island (1977) they were getting 
restless, On that album they tack- 
led a Louis Armstrong classic, ex- 
perimented with strings and horns, 
and explored a much broader 
range of moods than anyone had 
thought them capable of. Love 
Stinks (1980) found Seth Justman 
and Peter Wolf writing catchy pop 
songs and using synthesizers to 
give them a bright, new-wavish 
feel. Itmay have alienated some of 
their boogie-mad fans, but it was 
the best-selling album of their ca- 
reer. Until Freeze-Frame, that is. 
More than a year in the making, 
Freeze-Frame was a grab bag of 
‘experiments and innovation, with 
Pop appeal, It was such a depar- 
ture that Peter Wolf wondered 
whether people might run out of 
the room when he played it. In- 
stead, people bought it. 

It's evident even to casual lis- 
teners that the musicians who 
made Freeze-Frame have their 
ears wide open. Justman's ar- 
rangements for brass, strings, and 
synthesizers recall pop and soul 
‘one minute, modern jazz the next. 
Magic Dick, an exceptional har- 
monica soloist whose forte is Chi- 
cago blues, takes off on imagina- 
tive flights that leave Chicago a 
planet or two behind, and J. 
Gells's metallic guitar work ex- 
poses his jazz roots, which haven't 
been that noticeable in the past. 
The rhythm section locks into an 
impressive variety of patterns, 
from pulsating electro-pop to Atro- 
Latin to punky funk. Justman’s re- 
sourceful production brings out 
nuances without sacrificing drive, 
and it brings out the best in Peter 
Wolt, 

“As a producer, Seth will push 
real hard,” Wolf said. “On one 
song, ‘Do You Remember When,’ 
we talked about going for a kind of 
Sinatra-type classic croon, and | 
don't think | would have been able 
to get it had it not been for Seth's 
tenacious belief that | could. He 
felt it was important for us to make 
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‘some innovative music that could 
really inspire people, and although 
it took a long time and wasn't al- 
ways pleasant—halfway through 
we thought maybe we were going 
crazy—we stuck with it, By the 
time we were finished we'd really 
rallied together, so much so that 
the way it feels now is like the 
times when We first got together— 
everybody's so up and excited.” 
Justman, who is soft-spoken 
and curly-haired and is classically 
trained, came walking into the ale- 
house and spotted Wolf. The ale 
had been flowing, and Peter had 
been sliding brimming glasses my 
way, and we'd progressed from 


Magic Dick, whose wraparound 
shades and curly mass of dark hair 
effectively camouflage an easygo- 
ing personality and tastes that 
tange from early jazz to the latest 
punk and new-wave releases, 
emerged from a neighboring room 
and sat down on the bed, fascinat- 
‘ed. When Shaw's band executed a 
particularly neat passage, with a 
tricky drum roll and syncopated 
riffs from the saxophone section, 
Dick and Wolf both sat bolt up- 
right. “Let's hear that again," said 
Dick. Wolf hit rewind and played it 
again, and again, five or six times 
in succession, until both of them 
had taken’ the passage apart in 


J. Geils: “Rock ‘n° roll is the most exciting thing you can do." 


talking about soul music to singing 
old favorites, much to the amuse- 
ment of our neighbors at thé bar. 
Seth downed one or two in the 
process of prying us out of the 
place, and we rode uptown to the 
hotel where the band was staying. 

Everyone in the J. Geils Band 
seems to listen to music constant- 
ly and to delight in springing latest 
discoveries on the others. And 
‘since they've been doing this for a 
dozen years or more, their latest 
discoveries can be pretty esoteric. 
“Listen to this,” Wolf said, almost 
as soon as he'd unlocked his 
toom. He flipped a cassette into 
the miniature sound system that 
travels with him, and out came the 
dulcet strains of a forties swing 
band. “Artie Shaw,"' he explained. 


their heads and figured out exactly 
how it worked. 

And that was the way the night 
went. Wolf played tapes that in- 
cluded jazz vocals by Betty Carter, 
soul and funk, even a distant after- 
hours recording of Elvis Presley 
and an unidentified starlet fooling 
around at the piano. Band mem- 
bers came and went, talking mu- 
sic, music, and more music. They 
had been touring, first as openers 
on the West Coast leg of the Roll- 
Ing Stones tour, then as headiin- 
ers with their own concerts, but 
their energy seemed undimin- 
ished. “After all these years, the 
Stones aré cooking harder than a 
lot of new bands," Wolf comment- 
ed at one point, “and that's be- 
cause their spirit's still fresh. You 
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sitand talk to them backstage, and 
it's never ‘What's the best hotel? 
What are the best restaurants?’ 
It's always about music," 

The J. Geils Band has been on 
the road for years; they've practi- 
cally lived there. "For a long time, 
we didn't make money on our rec- 
cords, and touring was the only way 
we had to stay alive,” Wolf re- 
called, "We built up an audience 
for our live shows, and that kept us 
going when we didn't have hit rec- 
cords, And I'm glad we're still out in 
the trenches. A lot of musicians 
complain about the road being 
hard, but to me being out there 
playing rock 'n’ roll is the most ex- 
citing thing you can do. Bands that 
are tired of being on the road 
should get the hell off of it, be- 
cause there are a lot of people 
who would like to be out there in 
their place.” 

What about people like punk 
and new-wave musicians, many of 
whom wouldn't be caught dead lis- 
tening to over-thirties like most of 
the J, Geils gang? “Well, most of 
the musicians in those bands 
couldn't care less about becoming 
fock stars and making millions,” 
Wolf said. “But they sure know 
how to use music for expression; 
they know how to grab an audi- 
ence, There's so much going on, 
so much new music. You don't 
hear it on the radio unless you lis- 
ten to college stations; they're the 
‘ones who are pumping out all this 
incredible new energy. Some of 
it's stuff you might not want to lis- 
ten to over and over, but that 
doesn't mean you shouldn't listen 
to It once or twice. A lot of it's fly- 
by-night stuff, on little local labels, 
recorded and put out on a shoe- 
string, spreading by word of 
mouth. And that's great, that’s the 
way jit should be; that’s what rock 
‘n' roll was to start with," 

Wolf luriged over to a suitcase 
full of cassettes and began rum: 
maging through it, looking for 
something else to play, “Rock 'n' 
roll always had personality,” he 
added. “It's always had spirit. And 
that's what keeps us going. If 
something excites you as much as 
rock ‘n' roll excites us, you have to 
make your own contribution."— 
Robert Palmer O+—3, 
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The harrowing story of a girl whose 
life became a living hell and of her father, who had 
to kidnap his daughter to save her from herself 


THE DEVIL'S WORK 


BY KATE AND TOM KENNEDY 


B.. and raised in Europe of 
American parents, Kate Kennedy at eighteen went to the United 
States in January 1976, with the idea of traveling and meeting new 
people before settling down and going to college. Her plans came to 
an abrupt halt in March, when she was invited to spend a weekend at 
the Unification Church's indoctrination camp in Boonville, Calif. That 
weekend extended into a two years and ten months’ stay. The 
“Moonies" played on her guilt over not having her life organized, 
over leading a freewheeling life on the road, and over not living up to 
her parents’ expectations for her. The Moonies offered a solution, a 
community where she could perfect herself and better the world. Lit- 
tle did she know that her life in the cult would become worse and 
worse, She quickly became a member of one of Rev. Sun Myung 
Moon's mobile fund-raising teams, which raised money for his grow- 
ing international empire. Kate's ordeal ended when her father, Tom 
Kennedy, rescued her in Denver, Colo., on January 31, 1979, and 
had her deprogrammed by three young ex-cultists. After she re- 
turned to her parents’ home in Paris, she tried to make sense out of 
her experience by recording what had happened to her. It grew into a 
book, The Devil's Work, coauthored by her father. 


KATE KENNEDY'S STORY 

September 1978. How had | become such a failure at twenty-one? 
When | was eighteen, | brought in $90,000 a year for my church, the 
Unification Church of Rev. Sun Myung Moon, Now, less than eigh- 
teen months later, | was burned out, wiped out, and spaced out. | had 
slipped to $60,000 the second year, and now | was bringing in nearly 
nothing. 

When | made $90,000 and $60,000, | didn't have a secretary or a 
chauffeur or any assistants. Everything | made was net, tax-free tor 
my master, Mr. Moon, the messiah. | worked alone—no salary 
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either—and spent eighteen hours a day, 
seven days a week and 365 days a year, 
selling candy and flowers to get donations 
for the - Unification Church. Even the 
$90,000 a year, they told me, placed me 
only twenty-second in the fist of top 
Moonie sellers. | had a long way to go, the 
cult leaders told me. Yet, at twenty-one | 
felt that | had come a long way and that | 
couldn't go any further. 

From March 25, 1976, until January 31, 
1979, my life-style was pretty much like 
this: | lived in a world of guilt, fear, hatred, 
lies (‘Heavenly deception,” they taught 
us, was all right), poor diet (rarely did we 
have protein), and the mind-and-body- 
numbing fatigue. The most sleep any of us 
ever got in my MFT (Mobile Fund Raising) 
units was four to five hours a night. 

| dislike remembering these times, and! 
still can’t believe that such a thing could 
have happened to me. After indoctrination 
for nearly.ninety days in the cult, starting 
with the recruitment in Oakland and then in 
Boonville, Calif., | ceased to think, | was 
incapable of making a decision: | was or- 
dered, and | obeyed, moving in a trance, 

On July 28, 1976, | arrived at the MFT 
house in Itasca, a suburb of Chicago, Ill., 
with fourteen other cult members. The 
MFT Genter was located on Thorndale 
Avenue, near Route Ninety. In July 1976 
there were 100 members living in this 
small house, By 1977 there were only six- 
ty of us, thirty boys and thirty girls. 

| got up on a regular day (365 a year) at 
6:20 A.M. surrounded by girls from every- 
where—Mexico, Japan, Belgium, France, 


and, of course, America. 

My first thought was “Oh, no, not an- 
other day." 

| had gone to bed after 2:00 A.M. so ex- 
hausted that | hadn't taken off my clothes. 
The strong. smell of unwashed bodies in 
the room eventually stopped bothering 
me. We slept in sleeping bags on the floor. 
What did bother me was the endless fa- 
tigue, 

| waited. We all waited for the last possi- 
ble moment, and then | would roll over on 
my stomach, pull my knees up under me, 
and try to pray. 

“Heavenly Father...’ 

| could not think of anything to say most 
of the time. If | did, it went like this: ‘'Heav- 
enly Father, | arn going to make three hun- 
dred... er... uh... two hundred fifty 
dollars today in the name of the True Par- 
ents [Moon and his third wife]. Amen."' | 
was really still asleep. 

Moonies are coldhearted human be- 
ings. If you saw someone dozing off while 
praying or actually asleep, it was standard 
practice to slap, punch, or kick her awake. 
Satan—ever present—controlled the 
body. Sleep and eating an adequate diet 
were heinous sins, the MFT leaders told 
us over and over again. 

Like a zombie, | struggled out of the fetid 
sleeping bag and dragged myself to the 
girls’ bathroom. Since there were always 
at least thirty of us using this one small 
room, we were instructed never to flush 
the toilet. In the crush of people | tried to 
brush my teeth and comb my hair. We 
each had a small cardboard box for our 


"I'm from the vice squad. I've been 
informed that you have women here giving birth to naked babies.’ 
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few belongings, and | would shove my 
things into this box and be ready for the 
long day ahead, 

| would go out to the Dodge van, sweep. 
the floor, and check the oil. Then | would 
collapse in a seat and catnap until the driv- 
er showed up. The driver would rush out at 
the last minute (he, too, had been grab- 
bing all the sleep he could), start the van, 
and career down Thorndale Avenue as we 
in the van prayed aloud. Suddenly the van 
would stop ata gas station or a parking lot 
to drop off the first fund raiser. 

Certain drivers would say, ‘Who wants 
to go first?" And all who did not volunteer 
would be the first sent out. Different cap- 
tains had different techniques. They 
worked on the ego, if that is the word, by 
saying the best and the bravest were the 
first to volunteer. 

But anyway they did it, it was traumatic, 
The longer | was in MFT, the worse that 
moment of getting out of the van became, 
But | always went, whether excited with 
the prospect or frozen with dread. The ac- 
tual getting out was emotional and physi- 
cal pandemonium, especially in the 
Chicago winters. Twelve persons, their 
winter equipment (two hats, four gloves, 
thick sweaters, ski boots, and personal 
diaries) plus, of course, the heavy trays of 
product. It would be eighteen hours, at 
best, before we would return to Itasca. | 
saw MFT members shake and shudder 
and almost have a fit when it came their 
time to get out. 

“Kate! Ready?” 

With a plastic smile—our faces ached in 
the cult from these smiles—| would give a 
childish glance to show | was ready as 
usual. And | would hurry out of the van. We 
always had to rush. Our slogan was 
"Quickly!" 

Some mornings were worse than oth- 
ers. 

“Drew, Kate, Jean, and Karine, get off 
here, |'ll be back at eight-thirty."" And with 
no breakfast at all, we would be dropped 
off in Manheim, a major intersection near 
O'Hare Airport, on Highway Eighty-three. 
The four of us would huddle at the inter- 
section and pray. Our prayers varied, de- 
pending on how long we had been 
fund-raising. In the beginning I'd just say, 
“Amen! Let's go!"" And dash off, selling 
anywhere and everywhere. But later on 
some of us would think, "I have to give a 
good example to the new members. | 
can't go and have a coffee." Or, "Oh, 
God, | can’t do this anymore. Please help 
me. Please make a car run over me." 

And so it went, day after day after day. 

After | had been fund-raising for six 
months, there were days when | would de- 
cide not to work. I'd say to myself, ‘| hate 
this and | am leaving," sounding like the 
eight-year-old they had regressed me to. 

But what would | return to? My past was 
a blur, since | was indoctrinated into the 
cult, The UC makes sure that you throw 
away your past, that you totally reject it, 
and they teach you to fear it. You are so 
tired, so confused, and, in a way, so re- 
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lieved not to have to worry about any prob- 
lems that you are not moved to indulge in 
the past, in sex, in any past happiness or 
unhappiness, It’s crazy, but the cult lead- 
ers lecture endlessly that a return to one's 
past could be at the price of world destruc- 
tion. How could | have believed this? 

On most weekdays the van picked me 
up around 11:00 P.M, or midnight. If it was 
a weekend, the pickup was between 2:00. 
and 3:00 AM 

The van finally, arrived, almost running 
me over; the driver was exhausted, too. | 
took off my hat and my gloves and said a 
prayer. The prayer didn't mean anything. It 
was the routine, the way we did things. If 
someone forgot that prayer, they would be 
chastized by the driver and accused of be- 
ing selfish and ungrateful. When | had had 
my head down long enough, | said, "Hi, 
Captain. Hi, everyone. Can someone give 
me a Frisbee?” 

Usually no one had much to say. It had 
been a long eighteen hours for each of us, 
and anyway we had done all our talking to 
the hundreds of persons we had ap- 
proached for money. We used Frisbees to 
hold the bills and the change. This count- 
ing up of the money was no easy task, Just 
jmagine, if you can, twelve spaced-out 
Moonies in a careering van, all counting 
out loud. (We had to count aloud to stay 
awake.) Clutching the Frisbee on your lap, 
you could hear the drone of numbers be- 
ing counted. After three starts | came up 
with the total of $142.73. A low total. | 
asked for the result book. If| was too insis- 
tent, | would be told that | was bad be- 


cause | was a “servant, a slave,"’ and | 
had no say-so, If | didn’t insist on getting 
the result book, the team assistant would 
whine, “Kate, your result isn’t down yet.” 

The van was always a mess al the end 
of the day, smelling of stale food. When 
did we wash? Change clothes? | don't 
know. | was often blamed for losing things, 
for being ungrateful for what | had, | re- 
member having only two pairs of slacks 
for two years, and a ski jacket, which was 
washed once in ail that time. 

If we were lucky, the counting ended, 
and then | put my knees on the seat in front 
of me and cuddled down for a winter's 
nap. The areas we covered in and around 
Chicago were vast, and the trips could be 
long. | would no sooner close my eyes 
than the driver (no doubt fighting to stay 
awake) would call for a song; "The Lord 
into the Garden Comes."” 

At the end of this droning hymn we were 
“home.'” |t meant heaven was near. It 
meant four hours of sleep in the sleeping 
bag on the floor with thirty other girls 
jammed into the same small room. | didn’t 
care. 

We stumbled out of the van to make a 
circle near the one-story frame house. If 
you know Ghicago in the winter, you can 
imagine the freezing temperatures at 2:00 
AM. By now we were all wide awake and 
facing the awful reality: the commander 
was inside and waiting for us, He was al- 
ways inside excep! lo make his Tuesday 
and Friday trips to the bank to send our 
fund-raising money to New York, to Moon. 
| guess he also went to the witnessing, re- 
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cruiting, and PR center on Sheridan Road 
In Chicago. 

Because | had spaced out that day, I 
knew | would get it, | walked into the ga- 
rage In a cold sweat, took off my shoes, 
and sprinkled "holy salt’ and made a 
cross at the same time in the air in front of 
me. 

“In the name of the Heavenly Father, of 
the True Parents, of the Holy Spirit and 
myself. Amen." 

This was to purify myself. | have no idea 
where the salt came from, but | was told it 
could be made by a “blessed” person 
(someone married by Moon). 

My heart was beating wildly as | opened 
the door. | dashed into the sisters’ room, 
took off my clothes, and crawled into the 
sleeping bag. The Jess | saw the better. 
But a meeting was going on with the lead- 
er, and | was stuck, 

“Meeting, meeting!" the cry would go 
about. “Brothers and sisters, meeting, 
meeting!" 

| didn't move. | wished | were dead. | 
‘was scared either way—all of us were. We 
knew if we did not go, they would drag us 
there, and that was worse. As we came 
out from under the curtain separating the 
sisters’ room from the living room, you felt 
everyone's eyes fixed on you. 

Yikichi Sake, commander for the re- 
gion, stood in the center of the room. He 
was in his late thirties or early forties. He 
had been in the UC for eight years and 
said he came from a military background 
in Japan. He was about five feel five inch- 
es tall and weighed about 100 pounds. He 
was hard as a sidewalk. 

| walked toward him. 

“How much?" he screamed. 

“Around one hundred fifty dollars," | 
mumbled. 

‘Not so good! You must look af me 
when | talk to you,"’ he said, still scream- 
ing. 

| was too scared to look at him. | really 
could not, although | tried to. 

He insisted. “Your eyes must look 
here.” He pointed at his eyes with his two 
fingers forming a vee. 

Mr, Sake bounced about as he talked to 
the sixty of us. It was 2:00 A.., but he was 
fit and ready to act. The commander was 
the only member of the MFT unit to have 
his own bedroom and bath. Three Moon- 
ies stayed in each day to tend to his 
needs; usually they would be burned-out 
cases before they shipped them out for 
more indoctrination—as they would even- 
tually do with me—or perhaps a Moonie 
whose parents were trying to kidnap him 
or her, Mr. Sake was always well cared 
for, rested, and very fit indeed 

Atter he finished interrogating the ner- 
vous ones, who had brought in $150 or 
less, he launched into a speech (his En- 
glish was terrible), citing Moon's suffering 
and how he needed money, especially if 
he was to have lobby leverage in Wash- 
ington. He went on about not worrying 
about safety in driving and about saving 
time. He said that not only did we have to 
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Let the good times roll. 
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break our necks making money, we were 
to be really quick about it. "Hit and go,’ he 
said over and over, 

Back and forth he paced, hammering at 
us to make more money. With the advan- 
tage now of being able to think clearly 
about the situation as it was then in 1977, | 
know that the MFT unit had five teams. 
Each team had twelve members. The first 
team averaged $250 a day per person for 
360 days a year or $90,000 from each of 
the twelve members. 

Members of Team No. 1 brought in 
$1,080,000 a year. Members of Team No. 
2 averaged $240 a day, or each member 
made $86,400 a year, with a team total of 
$1,036,000 a year. Members of Team No. 
3 made an average of $180 each day or 
$64,800 a year, a team total of $777,000.a 
year. Members of Team No, 4 made $150 
each day or $54,000 a year, a team total of 
$648,000. Members of Team No. 5 made 
only $130 each day or $46,800 a year, a 
team total of $561,000 

Thus Mr. Sake was handing over $4 mil- 
lion a year from the sixty MFT members he 
was criticizing. His two trips-a week to the 
bank to send money to Moon in New York 
Meant $80,000 a week to the Unification 
Church from the sixty of us. It was all tax 
free. | caught hell for bringing in only $150 
that night because | had spaced out and 
didn't work the eighteen hours. Even at 
$150 a day, that meant $54,000 a year. 

| was not capable then of putting any of 
this together. It was difficult enough to stay 
awake long enough to count to fifty dol- 
lars, much less put together what every- 
one of us knew, if we only had time and 
rest to think. We all knew everyone's quo- 
ta or daily goal down to the last penny. It 
was never a secrel whal each of us made. 

Mr, Sake reminded us to lie if arrested 
for soliciting without a permit—never tell 
them of the Itasca address. Always use 
the Sheridan Road address of the UC, 
Don't mention the UC or Moon unless you 
are pressed. The cull then operated under 
62 fronts (by 1981 there were more than 
100 fronts), and although | was told many 
of them, | was always too exhausted to re- 
member the exact names, | usually fell 
back on a Christian youth group, | never 
questioned why Moon operated under so 
many fronts, But why, if he was the leader 
of a religion, didn't he say it was the Unifi- 
cation Church? If any Moonie did ask that 
question—| never heard it voiced—| am 
sure he or she got the standard lecture on 
“heavenly deception.’” 

Finally Mr. Sake dismissed us to bed. It 
was atter 3:00 A.M, We would be back in 
the vans in less than four hours. 

| felt bad after meetings—worthless, 
guilty, even more afraid of the next day, 
My situation was hopeless. | had to do so 
much before climbing back into that sleep- 
ing bag. | had to pray and take a cold 
shower as an indemnity toward being for- 
given for spacing out—the “indemnity 
bank," Not only did | have to pray for my 
sins, | had to pray for all the people in the 
world. Apparently Moon had paid all the 


indemnity for history and the world by ad- 
dressing the crowd at the Washington 
Monument on September 15, 1976, but | 
had the sins of my ancestors and family 
(my parents and two sisters) to pay off 
Each time | goofed off, there were sins 
added to my list. | was always overdrawn 
at the indemnity bank. 


TOM KENNEDY'S STORY 

My rage at this money-making political 
cult that was destroying our daughter, 
mentally and physically, was overwhelm- 
ing. We now had no doubts whatsoever 
that we were dealing with anything but a 
bogus religion. It was “‘religious" only to 
take advantage of the protection afforded 
by the First Amendment of the Constitu- 
tion. Herein lay one of our dilemmas: did 
we go ahead and violate Kate's constitu- 
tional rights by kidnapping her or let her 
stay in the cult and be destroyed? We had 
no choice, despite the arguments of the 
ACLU lawyers retained by Moon, who in- 
sisted the cult had the constitutional right 
to destroy its members. 

| was beginning to realize how far out of 
touch | was with the climate in the United 
States regarding cults. It appeared that 
words like “‘good"’ and “evil and "'mor- 
al’ were only abstractions to the defend- 
ers of the Moon cult. Wasn't anyone 
aware of Pavlov's work, the Moscow 
show trials, U.S. POWs from the Korean 
and Vietnam wars, Chinese thought re- 
form methods, the efficacy of coercive 
persuasion and incessant indoctrination? 
Even after Guyana, where 180 infants 


were murdered by their parents at Jim Jo- 
nes's orders—f this does not prove mind 
control, then | don't know what other ex- 
ample to put forward—the Moon-retained 
lawyers defend the cult’s right to keep its 
members in the bondage of mind control. 

Over all was the pervading fact that no 
matter what we did, we were going 
against U.S. law, Adding to our bewilder- 
ment was the realization that the U.S. gov- 
ernment was aiding and protecting the 
cults, thus contributing to the destruction 
of our daughter. It was a nightmare! We 
began to feel like cultural foreigners in our 
own country. The climate of the Justice 
Department was unbelievable to us who 
had grown up in Middle America, who in 
our wildest dreams would never consider 
going against constitutional law. And here 
we were preparing to do it. 

At that time | had just finished reading 
the reports of the few professionals who 
have investigated the cults and who are 
helping ex-cultists return to normal living. | 
read with horror their reports of the strong 
Possibility of irreversible brain damage 
done to persons during long periods of 
mind control. They cited cases of adults in 
their twenties and thirties who would be in 
mental institutions for the remainder of 
their lives. Incessant indoctrination and 
chanting, unbelievable physical hardship, 
and poor diet take their toll in the cults in 
the form of a burned brain. 

| knew we had to help’ give Kate back 
her freedom of will and mind, because she 
was in terrible physical and mental jeopar- 


dy. Afterward, if she never wanted to see 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 192. 


“Alice is intelligent, a snappy dresser, great cook, and 
terrific dancer, On the other hand, Mildred lets me come in her mouth.” 
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Though exchanging the 
limelight for 
sunlight, she saves the last 

dance for us 


LAST TANGO IN 
PENTHOUSE 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY SUZE RANDALL 


e suggest you enjoy the view. Pretty 
Carla Russell, the terrific, tawny creature hereinatter exposed, is and has been for sev- 
eral years now one of this country’s most prolific and sought-after models. Sadly, this 
may well be her last triumphant appearance. Her love affair with the camera was fulfil 
ing, but she's ready for a simpler life-style—wants to depend on herself for the adulation 
she's always gotten from men. For some people, Carla maintains, getting down to 
basics means buying a certain soap. To her it's basking in solitude and the simple 
pleasures of camping out alone. "My grandiather, a simple,rugged man, was hipper 
than Timothy Leary,” insists our opinionated Pet, “and in lots of respects | take after 
him. He didn't need drugs. Nature was intoxicating enough 
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Rock climbing on 
the northern Cali- 
fornia coast, for 


example, is won 
derfully therapeu- 
tic. Even curle 
up alone in a tent 
at night, Carla 
a multituc 
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Though her current boyfriend is terrific, Carla wishes he 

weren't such a city slicker. His way of communing with nature 

is to water his potted plants or sit by the pool, sipping wine. 

Still, he has his redeeming qualities. Out here she climbs the 
rocks, with him, she climbs the walls. 


Carla's favorite heroines are those in romantic films and 

novels, like the passionate, enigmatic beauties in Swept 

Away and The French Lieutenant's Woman. Like them, our 

Pel finds the crashing waves a source of solace during lonely 

or troubled times, In any case, spying this natural beauty in 
her element makes roughing it look easy. 
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From tne forthe: 


In the beginning there 
were two kings of rock 'n’ roll: 
Elvis and Jerry Lee Lewis. 
One made millions. The other made 
music—the devil's music. 


t was three o'clock in the morning,and the 

master bedroom of Graceland was still. Elvis 

Presley lay in his bluecottonpajamas,dream- 
ing. It was the same old dream. 

He walked through Tupelo in the late afternoon 
on a summer's day, toward the home of the virgin 
Evangeline. He was smiling as he turned a corner 
and entered a street where lush hackberry trees 
swallowed the sun. There was the house of her 
father, where she waited, wrapped in that magic, 
unholy thing from her mama's bottom drawer 

He felt a chill. He was naked. Pleasance be 
came dread, and he flushed with panic. He would 
retreat across town, where his mother was not 
dead, and there fetch his clothes. If he hurried, 
there was time. He took a shortcut through a back- 
yard that he recognized, but he was soon lost, run- 
ning scared ina strange, unfriendly place, until he 
came to a meadow like none he had ever seen, 
and afternoon became night and the méadow be- 
came endless and he screamed 

The telephone at his bedside was ringing. It was 
cone of the boys downstairs, calling to tell the Boss 
that there was trouble. 

The Graceland security guard had watched ner- 
vously as the 1976 Lincoln Continental sped up 


BY NICK TOSCHES 
PHOTOGRAPH BY JIM SHEA 
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the gravel driveway and struck the gate. 

“want to see Elvis," the driver shouted, 
with @ voice as harsh as the clangor of 
chrome and wrought iron that preceded it. 
“You just tell him the Killer's here.”” 

The guard recognized him as Jerry Lee 
Lewis and told him that Elvis did not want 
to be disturbed. This displeased Jerry 
Lee. He pulled out a 38 derringer, and his 
eyes, which were already partly closed, 
tightened with a further wrath. “Git on that 
damn house phone and call him! Who the 
hell does that sonofabitch think he is? 
Doesn't wanna be disturbed! He ain't no 
goddam betler’n anybody else.’ Jerry 
Lee spat in disgust, then commenced yell- 
ing anew. He did not relent, and the guard 
went to the phone, “Elvis says to call the 
cops,’’ the boy at the house told the guard. 

Jerry Lee howled and waved his pistol 
toward the manor. The guard did as he 
was told, and a patrol car arrived in less 
than a minute. The officer peered into the 
Lincoln and saw that Jerry Lee had the 
derringer pressed against the door panel 
with his left knee. He pulled the door open, 
and the gun fell. He picked it up and found 
that it was loaded. 

“I'll have your fuckin’ job, boy," Jerry 
Lee hissed. 

The officer drew him from the car, 
frisked him, and locked his wrists. More 
patrol cars came, and Jerry Lee was taken 
away. 

Riding slowly, against his will, the pris- 
oner glared into the slow river of dark 
night, wondering what had gone wrong. 
The thought came to him, and just as 
quickly fled, that there were no Breatha- 
lyzers in Old Testament days. This must 
mean something. He thought about sing- 
ing a song, the old one about meeting in 
the morning; but he didn't, Then at last he 
grinned and shook his head, for he knew 
that the cold, brilliant handcuffs would not 
long contain him. 


By the end of July 1957, the record 
“Whole Lotta Shakin’ Goin’ On” had sold 
about 100,000 copies. Then it ran into 
trouble. Many people feared the song and 
its singer. Even some who liked Elvis 
damned this new boy, this Jerry Lee Lew- 
is, as lascivious and evil. Mothers smelled 
his awful presence in the laundry of their 
daughters, and preachers stood betore 
their flocks and railed against him and his 
sinful song. Slowly, radio stations began 
to ban the record, and it was heard less 
and less, 

Judd Phillips, the Sun Records promo- 
tion man, took Jerry Lee to New York and 
arranged for him to audition for Steve Al- 
len, Impressed by Jerry Lee's combina- 
tion of musical virtuosity and audacious 
showmanship, Steve Allen eagerly 
agreed to have the young man perform on 
his NBC-TV program the following Sunday 
night. 

"The Steve Allen Show" of July 28 
opened with a skit by Shelley Winters and 
Anthony Franciosa in which Franciosa re- 
enacted his marriage proposal to Winters. 
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The show grew duller as the hour passed, 
With less than five minutes left to the show, 
Jerry Lee was given his signal. He sat at 
the big piano and looked sideways at the 
camera, eyeballed it the way he looked at 
\hose girls in that Arkansas beer joint, and 
then began to rake the keys and howl 
about the shaking that was going on. He 
rose, still pounding, and he kicked the pi- 
ano stool back. He played some high 
notes with the heel of his shoe. Then he 
stopped and looked at the camera 
sideways again, Neither he nor Steve Al- 
len had ever heard louder applause. 

The very next day, ‘Whole Lotta Sha- 
kin’ Goin’ On" began to rise anew, and 
nothing, not preachers, not mothers, 
could contain it. At the end of August, the 
record held the number-one positions on 
the C&W and R&B charts—only Elvis be- 
fore Jerry Lee had placed a single at the 
top of both those charts. Then it rose to the 
top of the pop charts. By summer's end 
the record had sold well over a million 
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Jerry Lee gave it 
to them hard and frenzied, 
as a man who lay lustful 
and betrayed upon a 
hated wife; and then he 
left the stage. 
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copies. 

Jerry Lee returned in a Cadillac of tri- 
umph to Ferriday, the small Louisiana 
town of his birth. He embraced his father, 
Elmo Kidd, and his mother, Mary Ethel, 
and his sisters, Linda Gail, who was ten 
and very tall, and Frankie Jean, who was 
almost thirteen and already married. He 
embraced Uncle Lee Calhoun, the patri- 
arch of the parish; and Uncle Lee, who 
was in his sixties but still riding a horse 
daily across his many acres of black land, 
smiled at Jerry Lee and told him that he 
had done good. 

The old man was right: Jerry Lee had 
done good, Less than a year ago, no one 
outside of Concordia Parish had known 
who he was, Now his fame was second 
only to that of Elvis. Less than a year ago, 
he had been poor. Now he was making 
more than five thousand dollars a week, 
He had everything, it seemed. Everything 
except Myra Gale Brown. 

Born in 1936, the son of a Louisiana ten- 
ant farmer, Jerry Lee had grown up torn 
between the Devil and the Holy Ghost. 
Most of his kin were in the Assembly of 
God, a Pentecostal sect whose members 
spoke in unknown tongues. As a teenager 


he himself had planned to enter the minis- 
try and toward this end had studied briefly 
at a Pentecostal Bible institute in Texas. 
But the Holy Spirit had never been able to 
hold him for long. Before he was old 
enough to buy a drink, he had been purnp- 
ing the Devil's boogie in saloons of Natch- 
ez, which lay across the Mississippi River 
from his Louisiana home. 

The Devil had also lured him at an early 
age into the thralldom of female flesh. He 
had married for the first time when he was 
sixteen, Without divorcing his first wife, he 
married again the following year. This 
marriage had produced two sons. One of 
these, Jerry Lee, Jr, was now almost 
three; the other, Ronnie Guy, not quite 
two, was and would ever be declared by 
Jerry Lee to be no son of his but rather the 
bastard stain of his wife's adultery. 

Now there was Myra Gale. She was his 
thirteen-year-old cousin, and he was in 
love with her, On September 4, he filed tor 
a divorce from his wife, Jane, then moved 
into the Memphis home of his aunt and un- 
cle, Lois and J. W. Brown, Myra Gale's 
parents. 

Jerry Lee's next record, ''Great Balls of 
Fire,” released on November 3, became 
the biggest hit in the history of Sun Rec- 
ords. His fame and his purse grew greater 
and greater, and fate seemed to be a faith- 
ful bride at his feet. Imperiously, he re- 
fused to precede any olher act on stage. 
At the opening of an Alan Freed package 
tour at the Brooklyn Paramount on March 
28, 1958, Freed insisted to Jerry Lee that 
Chuck Berry be allowed to close the show, 
in deference to his rock-'n'-roll seniority. 
Jerry Lee did as he was bid that night: he 
went on before Chuck Berry. He had the 
crowd screaming and rushing the stage, 
and when it seemed that the screams had 
grown loudest and the rushing most cha- 
otic, he stood, kicked the piano stool away 
with violence, and broke into "Great Balls 
of Fire." As the screaming chaos grew 
suddenly and sublimely greater, he drew 
from his jacket a Coke bottle full of gaso- 
line, and he doused the piano with one 
hand as the other hand banged out the 
song; and he struck a wooden match and 
he set the piano aflame, and his hands, 
like the hands of a madman, did not quit 
the blazing keys, but kept pounding, until 
all became unknown tongues and holi- 
ness and fire, and the kids went utterly 
berserk with the frenzy of it all; and Jerry 
Lee stalked backstage, stinking of gaso- 
line and wrath, and he said to Chuck Ber- 
ry, real calm, as the sound of the kids 
going crazy and stamping and yelling 
shook the walls; he said, ''Follow that, nig- 
ger," 

On the afternoon of May 13, not long 
after the close of the Freed package tour, 
a Memphis judge divorced Jerry Lee and 
his wife, Jane. Jerry Lee sat quietly in the 
courtroom. He did not contest the alimony 
judgment, nor did he mention that he had 
secretly married his thirteen-year-old 
cousin, Myra Gale, the previous Decem- 


ber. 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 163 
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THE OLDEST 
PROFESSION 


THE YOUNGEST 


VICTIMS 


BY BILL LAWREN 
PAINTING BY ARNE BESSER 


Last year police arrested 
4,000 prostitutes on Hollywood Boulevard. 
More than 1,800 of them 
were under the age of eighteen. 


abrina is nineteen now, and she 

hasn't turned a trick in over a year. 

She lives with her boyfriend in the 

suburban calm of L.A.'s San Fer- 
nando Valley, where she studies to be- 
come a manicurist. Life is stable, quiet, 
almost housewifely—and that's the way 
she wants it. 

Still, when times get rough and money 
runs low, Sabrina thinks about going 
back over the hill to Hollywood Boule- 
vard, where for two years—starting at 
age sixteen—she was a working prosti. 
tule; a street-smart, sophisticated, $300- 
a-night whore. It's hard to believe at first 
glance—one is deceived by her curly 
blond hair and look of pincushion vulner- 
ability—but there is an offhandedness 
about her, a detached toughness that 
could not have come from too many 
cherry phosphates or a lack of orchids al 
the prom. 

“| had no choice," she says with a 
shrug. ‘| was a victim. My parents didn't 


want me; my psychiatrist told me | was 
nuts What was | supposed to do? Go 
find somebody who wanted me. And 
that’s what | did.” 

Find somebody who wanted me. The 
theme repeats itself again and again, the 
common denominator in the mathemat- 
ics of heartbreak, For Sabrina; for Leslie, 
whose mother kicked her out of the 
house al age twelve; for Madelaine, who 
had to leave home to escape an abusive 
Stepfather; for the thousands of run- 
aways who trek to Los Angeles every 
year, the story is entially the same: a 
litany of broken homes, uncaring par- 
ents, unsuccessful friendships. 

Much of this emotional effluent spills 
out onto Hollywood Boulevard, where 
police made an estimated 4,000 arrests 
last year for prostitution—more than ten 
arrests a night. Although it is difficult to 
pin down the number of juveniles, be- 
cause most underaged girls carry false 
IDs and will admit their ages only under 
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extreme duress, sociologist Lois Lee— 
who has studied some 15,000 prostitution 
cases over the past six years—places the 
figure at about 1,800, or 40 percent. 

For two years Sabrina was one of those 
numbers. As in most cases, her trouble 
started at home. 


| was basically a rich kid trom Pacific Pali- 
sades. My dad's an engineer. My mother 
owns a store. We lived on a nice street, in 
a big house overlooking the ocean. Every- 
thing was fine, normal. Then one of my 
brothers got mad at me one day and told 
me | was adopted when | was a baby, My 
parents had never told me. My mom didn't 
want me to know, 

After that my mother and | started fight- 
ing. “Why didn't you tell me?’ I'd say. And 
that would start it. She'd fight with me, nag 
at me all the time. Pretty soon | stopped 
going to school, started locking myself in 
my room, ignoring her. She thought | was 
sick, 

Then | started running away. The first 
time was just for a couple of days; | stayed 
with a girl friend in San Juan Capistrano. 
The second time | took all the money | had 
from my paper route and headed for wher- 
ever. But my brother found me and 
dragged me home. My dad beat the shit 
out of me that time. The next time | ran, the 
police picked me up and put me in Juve- 
nile Hall. My mom just said, ‘Leave her 
there." But my dad came and picked me 
up. 

Then | ran away again, stayed about 
three months with some bikers in Long 


Beach. This time my parents moved. They 
just packed up and moved without telling 
me. | had to look them up in the phone 
book. All the time | was gone, | hoped my 
dad would come looking for me, would tell 
me that Mom wouldn't mess with me any 
more. But he didn't. | felt really horrible. 
Finally | came home on my own and went 
back to school, One day | came home in 
the afternoon, and the police were there. 
My mother said, ‘You're going to the hos- 
pital.”’ The cops said if | didn't go, they'd 
put me in restraints and take me there. 

So / went. It was the day before my four- 
teenth birthday. They put me in the psychi- 
atric ward with a bunch of looney tunes, 
My psychiatrist was an asshole. He told 
me | was sick, made me think there was 
something really wrong with me. And 
there wasn't! | mean, | might have been a 
little rebellious, but everybody's got to go 
through that. You grow out of it if you're 
allowed to, 


For Sabrina, the parental problems 
stemmed from conflict—what psycholo- 
gists like to call 'postadolescent adjust- 
ment syndrome'’—and neglect. It is a 
common combination and usually in- 
cludes a third ingredient: guilt. “Each and 
every one of these kids,” says Lois Lee, 
“has been used as a scapegoal for the 
problems in the family. And they're carry- 
ing this around with them. One of the hard- 
est things to do is to convince the kids that 
the family problems are not entirely their 
responsibility.” 

For some kids the “family problems” 


“I'm the Tooth Fairy. Open your mouth and I'll blow your bicuspids."" 
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are more blatant than Sabrina’s. Leslie's 
mother was an alcoholic. ‘All my mother 
wanted to do was drink all day,” she told a 
reporter, "She said | gotin her way.”* Mad- 
elaine had a stepfather who used her as a 
combination sex object and punching 
bag. ‘He kept trying to seduce me," she 
said. “When | wouldn't do what he want- 
ed, he beat me.” (This pattern of parental 
sexual abuse is astonishingly common. 
Sociologist Robert Heiser cites estimates 
that 75 percent of adolescent prostitutes 
have been involved in incestuous relation- 
ships.) “My mother wouldn't listen when | 
tried to tell her what was happening. She 
was afraid my stepfather would leave her 
if she confronted him." 

“What was | supposed to do?" Sa- 
brina’s question echoes in the mind, re- 
verberates with the weight of what is left 
unsaid, Almost without exception, the girls 
who flock to Hollywood Boulevard feel 
themselves to be powerless, without im- 
pact. They have few legal rights, fewer re- 
sources, and absolutely no history of 
success in dealing with life in general and 
their own psyches in particular. 

“Most of these kids have had problems 
since day one,’’ says L.A.P.D. Detective 
Larry Broadhurst, who spent two years 
working with juveniles in the Hollywood 
Division. “Not one of them had a decent 
little go-to-school, regular home life. We 
don't get prom queens or cheerleaders. 
These kids are the misfits, the outcasts.” 

“They can come from anywhere,” says 
Sergeant J. P. Williams, a vice squad su- 
pervisor in_Hollywood, ‘I've had them 
from Oregon, Idaho, Florida—even one 
from Nova Scotia. They come to Holly- 
wood for the glamour and the attraction, 
all the stuff they read in the newspaper 
and see on the news. 

“I've even had a couple of them say, ‘I 
came here to be a star,’ " he says with a 
sigh. “The typical bullshit."’ 

For many runaway girls the introduction 
to Hollywood takes place at the Grey- 
hound bus station, fertile ground for the 
“trick catchers,” "chicken hawks," and 
“‘poop-butt pimps" who are there to wel- 
come them. 

“They actually line up inside the station, 
sort of holding up the walls,"’ says Lois 
Lee, who founded Children of the Night six 
years ago to help runaway teenagers. 
“They're real sleazy characters. And 
they're more dangerous than your high- 
class, sophisticated pimps because 
they're nuts. 

“I've researched the place myself. | put 
my hair in a ponytail, pul two gold chains 
around my neck, and started walking 
through the station. This barber comes out 
of the barber shop and says, ‘Hey, honey, 
what's happening? Come back in here.’ 
So | went into the shop, and he starts talk- 
ing to me. ‘Hey,’ he says, ‘don't mess 
around with these jive-ass people down 
here, I'll shoot you to a pretty boy who'll 
take care of you. Man, he’s got mansions, 
he's got a Mercedes, he's got Rolls- 


Royces. He can make you a star.” 
‘CONTINUED ON PAGE 172 


The controversial film Absence of Malice has provoked 

a national debate on the rights and responsibilities of the press. In this exclusive 
Penthouse symposium, Paul Newman joins with director 

Sydney Pollack and screenwriter Kurt Luedtke to explore these vital issues. 
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or generations of journalists, the movie house has al- 
ways been a place of refuge, a haven in a heart- 
less world. Politicians rail at our lack of patriotism— 
“Whose side are you guys on?" Secretary of State Dean 
Rusk used to ask during the Vietnam fire storm—advertis- 


ing salesmen gnash their teeth when a paper or television 
news program goes after a major advertiser, demagogic 
moralists accuse the media of a godless attack on tradition- 
al ethics. But from Deadline, U.S.A. to All the President's 
Men, movies have almost always shown the reporter risk- 
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ing life and limb to uncover crime and corruption, protect 
widows and orphans, and preserve the Constitution itself. 

So it's an instructive experience to sit in a packed theater 
on the cosmopolitan, trendy-liberal East Side of Manhattan 
and listen to an audience cheering a quietly merciless evis- 
eration of journalism in the film Absence of Malice. It is 
equally instructive—not to mention amusing—to listen to re- 
porters and broadcasters reacting to the film as if Holly- 
wood had suddenly decided to take a Zippo lighter to the 
First Amendment. 

A spate of newspaper and magazine articles have at- 
tacked the premise thal any veteran investigative reporter 
would commit the misdeeds depicted in this film: writing up 
a confidential (and spurious) government file without 
checking the facts, printing a story that drives a troubled 
woman to suicide, then wrecking one's own career by “‘ex- 
posing" a payoff that never took place—that was, in fact, 
fabricated by a press victim for the purpose of making fed- 
eral prosecutors and the press look like fools, 

Journalists, wrote the New York Times's Jonathan 
Friendly, “doubt that any self-respecting paper would long 
tolerate, much less encourage, the kind of naiveté of the 
reporter, much less the deliberate sensation-seeking of the 
editor."’ According to the New York Daily News’s Marcia 
Kramer, “If Sally Field had spent a week with me... she 
would have balked at portraying a character so naive." Pu- 
litzer Prize-winning reporter Lucinda Franks added that the 
journalists ‘seem half the time as grossly distorted as if 
seen in a funhouse mirror. . .. In real life [the Sally Field 
character] never would have made it as an investigalive re- 
porter in the first place.” 

Some of this outrage simply demonstrates that reporters 
are as susceptible to thin-skinned defensiveness as any 
other professionals. | didn’t notice an outburst of indigna- 
tion at the treatment of health professionals in Paddy 
Chayevsky's Hospital, or at the portrayal of network TV ex- 
ecutives in Network, or at the view of nursing-home opera- 
tors on a famous "'Lou Grant” episode. Nor is it possible to 
view the film as terribly unfair in the light of real-life malfea- 
sance on the part of the fourth estate: 

Would a great newspaper print facts without checking? 
The Washington Post's ''Pulitzer Prize’’ story about a non- 
existent eight-year-old heroin addict was far worse a wrong 
than anything depicted in Absence of Malice, as was its 
gossip column's account of the bugging of Ronald Rea- 
gan's Washington guest quarters at the hands of the family 
of Jimmy Carter. 

Would a reporter run a story knowing that its publication 
might make the person who is its subject take drastic, even 
fatal action? A New York Times reporter ran a story about 
the Jewish heritage of an American Nazi leader after being 
told that the leader might take his own life, After the report 
appeared, the subject committed suicide. 

Would a reporter sleep with a source about whom she 
wrote? A Philadelphia Inquirer reporter did just that. 

Would journalists permit themselves to be “used"’ by 
prosecution-hungry government officials? From the days of 
Joe McCarthy to Watergate and Abscam, and from Wash- 
ington ta DA offices around the country, such reporting has 
been, and still is, commonplace. 

More significant, however, is the point that journalists 
seem utterly unable to grasp. We who report and write for a 
living seem to regard what we do as a public service; we're 
the "good guys,” protecting victims from wrongdoing at the 
hands of the "big shots." We expose corruption, political 
double-dealing, consumer rip-offs, to fulfill that classic defi- 
nition of journalism: to “comfort the afflicted and afflict the 
comfortable."' And a lot of powerful, unsavory people, from 
mean streets lo corporate suites, don't like the press be- 
cause it often does this job well. 


But the fact is, a lot of ordinary, honest, hardworking 
Americans don’t see the press this way. To them “the me- 
dia’ have become just another one of the big shots— 
wealthy, powerful, capable of doing great harm, and abso- 
lutely unaccountable to anyone for what they do. To wit: 

*A DA ora cop still needs a warrant to bug a telephone 
or stake out a suspect. A reporter and a camera crew can 
hide microphones and cameras with no authority except the 
conviction that somebody may be doing something wrong. 

A police officer can't stop someone on the street with- 
out "probable cause,” a standard thal has to hold up in 
court. A journalist can chase a citizen down the street, cam- 
eras rolling, and paint a picture of guilt that no explanation 
can eradicate, 

* A prosecutor can't quote evidence in a trial without a 
defense lawyer's demanding that an entire conversation be 
presented to a jury. A top-rated news show can edit a two- 
hour interview into a one-minute sound bite without ever 
putting a damaging remark into context. 

“But we're not the police!”’ investigative journalists reply. 
True: but in our mass-media society, the power to expose 
can often be far more devastating than the power to investi- 
gate and even to indict. Such prominent Americans as John 
Connally, Maurice Stans, and others have resumed a place 
in the councils of power after winning jury acquittals on 
criminal charges. But who recovers from page-one, prime- 
time charges, aired with no institutional protections whatso- 
ever? As Paul Newman bitterly remarks, after a phony news 
story has smeared his reputation and destroyed his busi- 
ness, "You say somebody's guilty, people believe it. You 
say they're not guilty, nobody's interested."” 

Some journalists see Absence of Malice as a dangerous 
film, coming at a time when the public seems willing to pun- 
ish the press with enormous libel verdicts for factual errors 
of minimally damaging effect (the Carol Burnett case 
against the National Enquirer), or even when satirical, clear- 
ly fictional accounts appear in controversial publications 
(the Miss Wyoming case against Penthouse). Others warn 
that, ata time when Congress and the administration seem 
determined to impose criminal sanctions against a vigorous 
investigative press, this film will damage the cause of the 
First Amendment. A Village Voice critic called the film “a 
timely backlash movie [which] feeds on and fuels the bur- 
geoning suspicion of the press.” 

It's a curious notion, considering how often the press has 
rejected—rightly—appeals from the government not to 
print embarrassing stories that might harm “the national in- 
terest.” But this reaction to the film also fails to note how 
deeply millions of Americans have come to fear and mis- 
trust the press: not because it’s too liberal or run by Eastern 
Jewish elitists but because it's gotten too arrogant, too sell- 
righteous, and too indifferent to the real questions about 
ethics and standards that this film raises. 

Of course government censorship or regulation is wrong. 
The question is: how to build an ever fragile consensus be- 
hind the values of the First Amendment. In a major survey 
taken for the Public Agenda Foundation in 1980 by Daniel 
Yankelovich, the pollster found '‘a serious disagreement 
between leader and the public’ about the purpose of free- 
dom of expression. Media leaders, he said, see freedom as 
a good in itself. But “‘in the public's view, the primary objec- 
tive of freedom of expression in the media is a fair, balanced 
presentation of all points of view. If leaders do not ac- 
knowledge the legitimacy of the public's concern, they can 
hardly expect the public to rally to the support of principles"’ 
of free expression. 

A good place to start thinking about these concerns 
would be to make Absence of Malice required viewing in 
the newsrooms of America.—Jeff Greenfield, commentator 
for CBS News and syndicated columnist. 
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Paul Newman, Sydney Pollack, and Kurt 
Luedtke spoke individually with Pent- 
house contributing editor Bob Spitz, who 
edited their comments into the following 
symposium 


Penthouse: As a film, Absence of Malice 
attempts to confront the tensions that 
seem to exist today between private citi- 
zens and the press. What actually motivat- 
ed you to make a film like this? 
Paul Newman: There are acute inaccura- 
cies and abusive journalism running ram- 
pant today, and perhaps something will be 
done about it—although I'm not sure what 
can be done. 
Penthouse: What kind of a job is the press 
doing, in your estimation’? 
Kurt Luedtke: By and large, | really have to 
say that! think the American press does a 
very good job. But the notion that it’s infal- 
lible, or perfect, or should not be the sub- 
ject of criticism or scrutiny, is ridiculous. 
The popular notion that we're really infalli- 
ble and perfect and always on the public's 
side just ain't so. 
Sydney Pollack: There is something that 
we all believe from our childhood: thatis, if 
it's in print, it's true. Everything that's in 
print is chiseled in stone: ‘Look, so-and- 
so's doing such-and-such; it says right 
here in Time magazine.” | did feel that it 
was worth taking a hard look at—not the 
evils of the press as much as the difficul- 
ties of monitoring truth on a twenty-four- 
hour-a-day basis. 
Newman: | really believe that if certain pa- 
pers have nothing happening, they infuse 
rumors into a piece and try to stir sorne- 
thing up. They're expected to come up 
with something sensational every night of 
the week to keep their readers’ noses 
buried in the pages, and, well, you tell me 
if nothing's happening, what do you 
do? Well, in their case, they make it up. 
If | were a journalist, my primary con- 
cern would be that people believe what | 
write. That'd be all that matters. But today 
they're all scrambling for the big event, the 
big story. Reporters make a name for 
themselves at our—the people’s—ex- 
pense. 
Pollack: | think there's been a shift in the 
emphasis of the press since Watergate, a 
kind of post-Watergate morality. A greater 
sense of urgency to break stories that ex- 
pose rather than explain, The fact of Wa- 
tergate, the fact of the Pentagon Papers 
and things like that, have created a kind of 
drive in young reporters specifically to find 
and uncover something behind every 
rock, Journalism has become less explan- 
atory than predatory. The search for 
wrongdoing and perhaps for Pulitzers has 
become almost obsessive since Water- 
gate 
Luedtke: | can't say thal I’ve ever honestly 
seen a situation where | was aware that 
someone was damaged because a jour- 
nalist was after a prize, | think all good 
newspaper people are after the big story. 
It's in their bones, and they know a good 
story when they smell one. 
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| would say that 
ninety percent of what people 
read about me in the 
newspaper is untrue... Ninety 
percent garbage! 


2 


|! sometimes think that, out of all the peo- 
ple who should realize how complex the 
world is, it should be the press. And yet 
sometimes | think the press is the last to 
realize that it's very, very difficult to com- 
press truth into eighteen paragraphs. Ev- 
ery senior newspaper editor in America 
will tell you what Abe Raskin was saying 
fifteen years ago, which is that every time 
he is himself directly involved in an event 
or proceeding that winds up being report- 
ed, he's amazed at how little the press 
manages to get right. 
Penthouse: How much coverage of a ce- 
lebrity's life that finds its way into print is 
accurate? 
Newman: | would say—conservatively— 
that ninety percent of what people read 
about me in the newspaper is untrue, 
completely fabricated, or altered in some 
way. Ninety percent garbage, 
Penthouse: Have you ever tried going 
after a paper that printed lies about you or 
your family? 
Newman: The rule of thumb is: it’s not 
worth it 
Penthouse: But what about Carol Bur- 
nett’s case against the Enquirer? Last 
year she sued them for libel and won a 
fairly large settlement, the first celebrity to 
emerge victorious against them. Doesn't 
that give you some kind of incentive to 
sue? 
Newman: Yes, but she had a way of prov- 
ing—of measuring—the damage inflicted 
upon her. She was actively working with 


alcoholism groups, and thal gave her 
case credibility. That's essential to estab- 
lishing a case. It was a way of measuring 
the effect that a story like that had on her 
life. 

But what do | do? Go in front of a judge 
and say, ‘I've had terrible back pains ever 
since | read this article?” Or, “'I had terri- 
ble emotional distress. | cried all night 
long."’ | wouldn't have a prayer! So it really 
doesn't matter how nasty they get about 
your personal life. I'm helpless in matters 
like those and have learned not to let 
things like that bother me. [He pauses re- 
flectively.] Aw, that’s not true, either. They 


5 rile the hell out of me! They do. | just have 


to grin and bear it, because that's the kind 
of protection we “'public figures"’ get from 
the press. 

Penthouse: The First Amendment, as it 
has been interpreted by the courts, gener- 
ally guarantees most citizens their right of 
privacy. ‘'Personalities,” stars, famous 
people, however, must prove malice—not 
just negligence—to win a libel decision. 
Where do you draw the line between pri- 
vate citizens and public figures? 
Luedtke: The argument is this: that if you 
choose to make your living in the public 
eye, you have voluntarily made yourself a 
public figure. Given the current state of li- 
bel law, what that apparently means is 
that, by choosing to make a living in the 
public eye, you have agreed in advance to 
tolerate innuendo, inaccuracy, and specu- 
lation. You have agreed to tolerate abso- 
lute falsehood unless you can show 
reckless disregard. | don't feel very com- 
fortable with that. | think we ought to have 
a little leeway with someone like Paul 
Newman, but | don’t think it ought to go to 
the extent of absolute inaccuracy, where 
No public good for printing material other 
than false interest can be shown 
Penthouse; The federal interpretation of 
the First Amendment dictates that if you're 
a “public figure," you've elected at your 
own free will to make yourself the object of 
speculation. How do you feel about that as 
it relates to your life and your career? 
Newman: | think the laws governing that 
are much too easy in this country. We've 
got to be a lot more careful what we say in 
print about people, or we can do incredi 
ble emotional damage. |'ve been in situa- 
tions where people | know are getting a 
divorce. I've gone to their house to play 
Ping-Pong, and all of a sudden I'm the guy 
who broke up their marriage. That kind of 
stuff's printed all the time about me. 
Pollack: Look at Jean Seberg, The FBI 
leaked a story that found its way into 
Joyce Haber's column, about Jean's hav- 
ing a child illegitimately with a Black Pan. 
ther. That so affected Jean Seberg that 
when the baby died, she pul the baby in a 
glass-topped coffin and flew it back to 
Marshalltown, lowa, her hometown, and 
stood there so that the people who came 
to the funeral could in fact see that the 
baby was white—and, therefore, the child 
of her husband, Romain Gary, and not an 


illegitimate child by a Black Panther. 
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The Empire (British) strikes back, London-bom Sharon Axley, 

our irrepressible March Pet of the Month, intends to ta 

country by storm. So far, so good. Seems American men take to 

our 37-24-36-inch towhead like crumpets to honeyed tea, She' 
en he year and hasn't had a dateless night 


Soe and eee a tS See 


Proper British 
gents were a 
different story. 
Seems they were 
put off by her 
penchant for 
outrageous 
antics: wearing 
spandex to the 
races at Ascot, 
for example 


Or-a more stirring example at left-showing off her perfect 
tennis form in ways unheard of at Wimbledon. 
Appearing in Penthouse is a fortunate turn of events-she can 

flaunt her sex appeal and shock value all at once 


Our vibrant, 
pixie-faced Pet 
has another 
claim to 

fame. Looks 
remarkably like 
Blondie's Debbie 
Harry only more 
so! Not that 
Sharon can sing, 
she admits, 
She's better at 
whispering 


What Britisher, we ask, would she most like to share a bed- 
room with? Sharon bites her decidedly unstiff upper lip in care- 
ful consideration and suggests Albert Finney. Last on her list? 
Prince Charles! Claims such a clumsy horseman could never 
get her to the finish line. We sigh, and jockey for position 


Though currently a college junior, Sharon 
admits she'd give up higher 
education to land a member of the landed gentry 


On either side of the Atlantic, she adds, She might even tone 
down her antics to please such a man as long as he pleases her 
first-and with great regularity. That could be quite a challenge, 
but then what else is good old Yankee ingenuity for? O+-4_ 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 


OPINION 


BY HARRISON E. SALISBURY 


The au’ gtime eaitor and 
foreign and domes" respondent for the 
New York Times, won a Pul Prize 
Ing from Russia. His two latest O00ks, 


forhis rey 


Revolution, 


THE THIRD 
WORLD THREAT 
TO OUR 

FREE PRESS 


uppose it is seven o'clock. You sit down, flip the switch to 

the evening news. The screen stays dark, Seven minutes 

into the hour a few blips appear. Gradually the screen 
lights up, and Dan Rather emerges—Dan or Jack Chancellor 
or Tom Brokaw—and you hear him saying that owing to “cir- 
cumstances beyond our control we have been unable to bring 
you a report on the war in central Africa,” 

Next morning you pick up your morning paper. Half of page 
one is blank except for notations: “Our correspondent was un- 
able to get permission to report the elections in Nizamabad," 
Or, ‘No report has been received on the earthquake in the 
Andean Republic." 

What's going on here? Sudden censorship? A worldwide 
communications failure? Sunspots blotting out wireless, cable, 
and telesatellites? No way. It is something totally different, 
something most of us have never heard of, the product of a 
creeping disease called “a new world information order,’ 
blocking our access to the news from half the world. You think 
it can't happen here, that somehow Woodward or Bernstein, 
Sy Hersh or Mike Wallace, will get through and tell us what is 
happening. | wish you were right. The fact is that a blackout is 
already in progress. 

For ten years the ‘'new world information order,” conceived 
within the Third World and enthusiastically encouraged by 
Communist diplomats, has been slowly drawing a dirty gray 
scrim over whole continents and parts of continents. Every 
country in the Middle East has been affected, some more, 
some less. Africa is two-thirds closed to free reporting. Asia, 
except for two or three bright spots like Japan and Hong Kong, 
is moving in the same direction. So is Latin America. 

A “new world information order""—the words echo Goeb- 
bels and Nazi Germany, but the inspiration comes not from 
Nazi survivals, not from communism or totalitarianism per se. It 
comes from the developing world, that unstable mix of back- 
ward, semideveloped, self-conscious, aspiring countries, 
proud, sensitive of their new nationhood, largely inexperi- 
enced, which constitutes almost the totality of Africa, Asia, the 
Middle East, and a healthy percentage of Latin America, These 
are countries that believe themselves victimized, unfairly treat- 
ed by the ‘sophisticated Western media” and the “capitalist 
press,’ by which they mean, specifically, U.S. newspapers, 
U.S. news agencies, AP, UPI, NBC, ABC, CBS, Time, News- 
week plus the Western European media. The number-one tar- 
get is the U.S, Naturally. 

The complaint: we monopolize the gathering, reporting, and 
distribution of world news. We distort or ignore the Third World 
We report their scandals, their coups, their revolutions, their 
failures, We never mention the bright side, the progress, the 
positive. We paint, they say, a caricature, not a true picture 
Because we control the collection and distribution of news, 
they have no way of correcting our “preconceived” and un- 
friendly image. Even worse, they must come to us to obtain the 
news of the world. 

| have oversimplified the indictment a bit—but not much 
What do they propose to do? Take matters into their own 
hands, Take control of the reporting and dissemination of news 
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about their part of the world. They will establish a “new world 
information order’ under which each nation controls access to 
its news by a system of licensing correspondents and their 
news agencies. Only reporters cleared as being “reliable and 
“objective” would be permitted to operate, and then only on 
behalf of media which are also “reliable” and “objective.” 
Only reports which are cleared as ‘reliable’ and “objective” 
would be permitted to be transmitted. Some nations, indeed, 
would go further—only “positive” reports could be transmitted 
and published. 

Who is to judge the reliability, the objectivity, the positivity, of 
the reports and the reporters? The country concerned or, more 
properly, the regime in power. The fact that these regimes 
change rapidly and that what today’s dictator calls ‘objective’ 
tomorrow's will label vicious propaganda is a technical difficul- 
ty which the “new order’ has not addressed. 

Moreover, the Third World would set up its own agency or 
agencies to report and distribute the news. No others need 
apply. 

The arena of the battle for ‘the new order’’ has been, up to 
now, UNESCO and the halls of the United Nations. Butit is also 
carried forward in organizations of African states, of Asian 
States, of Pan-American states, in other words, wherever the 
Third World convenes. 

The movement is abetted by Moscow, and the controls 
which it would impose are even more pervasive than those of 
the Soviet government. American and other Western repre- 
sentatives have fought a long, hard delaying action against the 
new order, but the end may come this year. UNESCO in 1980 
‘specified that by 1982 a definitive draft of the new order should 
be presented for action. 

American spokesmen have argued against the new order 
for ten years. They have conceded that developing countries 
have some legitimate complaints. They are often ignored or 
insufficiently reported. Their press often functions badly. Many 
have no real information capabilities, no means of making their 
situations readily accessible to foreign correspondents. But, in 
fact, many Third World states and their leaders do not practice 
what they preach. They do not encourage objective reporting. 
They preter puffery. And, in their own news about neighboring 
states, they frequently indulge in the practices they condemn. 
Indeed, their reporting on their neighbors not infrequently is 
biased, vituperative, and vicious. 

Some efforts—not very vigorous and hardly successful— 
have been made by the Western media to assist Third World 
countries to improve their facilities and access to world news 
channels, but this has had no real influence on attitudes, 

Already many of the “new order’ countries have imposed 
severe restrictions on the Western press. Of roughly 108 non- 
Marxist Third World states, 48 already employ extremely tight 
press controls. Another 36 impose less severe controls. Only 
24 are classified by media specialists as largely free of press 
interference. 

Add to these numbers the Communist states, the Soviet 
Union and Eastern Europe, China and the Communist states of 
Asia—say, fourteen or fifteen in all where news is defined as 


For ten years a ‘'new world information 
order,” conceived within the Third World and 
enthusiastically encouraged by the 
Communists, has been slowly drawing a dirty 
gray scrim over much of the globe.® 


what serves the state rather than what actually happens—and 
you can see how high the barricades will rise if the ‘new world 
information order’’ comes into being. 

Once this happens, a foreign correspondent like myself 
would be required to get approval from the “‘order"’ before en- 
tering large parts of the world. The backers of the plan vigor- 
ously deny that this would mean the licensing of reporters. | 
think it would. If | was denied entry by one state, the other 
Slates would honor the denial: barred from one, barred from 
all. This goes much further than present-day Communist re- 
strictions. Traditionally, each state has made its own decisions. 
'have been barred from Moscow and welcomed in Outer Mon- 
golia. Or barred in Albania and welcomed in Peking, 

Curbs on the operations of Western news agencies have 
already been introduced. When twenty-three news agencies of 
nineteen Asian and Pacific countries launched the Asia-Pacific 
News Network on January 1, 1982, it immediately recom- 
mended that members permit Western news agencies to dis- 
tribute their reports only through the member bodies of the 
Asia-Pacific Network. 

Nor was there any mincing of words as to the reason. Mo- 
hammad Rahmat, Malaysia's information minister, said: 
“There is a need to insulate the Asian readership from the dis- 
lorted news circulated especially by the Western media.” The 
Western media, he declared, paint a picture of the emerging 
countries as plagued by disease, disaster, murder, and every 
variety of ill. 

For practical purposes adoption of the new order would limit 
genuinely free reporting to the United States, Canada, Mexico, 
and a few other countries in the Western Hemisphere; to the 
seventeen Western European countries; to two or three in the 
Middle East; to Japan and Hong Kong; to Australia and New 
Zealand. 

What can be done to halt the slow spread of this distorting 
film over the world’s news lenses? Possibly an alert American 
public would help. A recent survey showed that less than one. 
person ina hundred had ever heard of the new order. Last year 
Congress voted to ban UNESCO funding if the new order was 
imposed, but the proviso was removed before passage of the 
final appropriation, Nor is UNESCO the root of the problem. 
The problem stems from our festering relationship with the 
Third World. We have not demonstrated to these countries that 
a free press, regardless of hard edges, rough words, uncom- 
fortable stories, is worth more than censored, slanted propa- 
ganda. In fact, we haven't even tried. 

Thirty-five years ago Winston Churchill stood on a platform 
at Fulton, Mo., and warned: “From Stettin in the Baltic to Tri- 
este in the Adriatic, an iron curtain has descended across the 
continent.” 

itis time that a new Churchill warned us that a gray screen is 
now descending which will blur our vision of whole great conti- 
nents and will enormously raise danger levels in the world un- 
less we can make a case to the emerging countries that truth 
and a free flow of information is the only real guarantee of their 
independence. It's not going to be easy, but the alternative is 
No less terrifying than Churchill's iron curtain, O+- 
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Penthouse: People seem to thrive on sto- 
ries like that. 

Newman: You bet. Now, | don't know 
what percentage of people this applies to, 
but it must be a growing percentage, be- 
cause if you read newspapers, story after 
story is utter garbage, nonsense like that 
Yet people read them, although they must 
know they're not true, Newspapers may 
be picking up short-term circulation, but 
they're cutting their throats in the long run. 
When fifty percent of the people don't be- 
lieve what they read in the newspaper, 
then maybe editors will learn. But who 
knows? What will be the tragedy of that? 
You figure people won't buy them, but 
they still have to figure out what's on sale 
at Macy's. But that's all papers will be- 
come—advertisements—because no one 
will have any faith in the type of stories 
they print. 

Penthouse: But, on the other hand, there 
are papers and magazines that would ar- 
gue that the public honestly enjoys this 
brand of gossip/entertainment-as-news 
type of reporting. 

Luedtke: But the public isn't running the 
newspapers. If the rule is simply to supply 
what it is the public will thrive on, then 
we've gota lot of radical changes to make 
at a lot of newspapers. If that's the bench- 
mark, then some pretty terrible material is 
going to result from that. 

Newman: With all those murders and 
rapes and gory situations that make the 
front page, | guess there are plenty of peo- 
ple who wantto read about it. | know those 
people are going to get off on stories like 
that. | think that, in the final analysis, they 
don't give a damn about the news. They 
just want to be entertained. 

All| know is that reporting, of late, is lu: 

dicrous. | turned on the six o'clock news 
the other day, and first they reported two 
grisly murders—that was their big lead. In 
third place was the replacement of the 
premier of Poland, followed by the burial 
of Moshe Dayan, That's the order of prior- 
ities, Do you believe that shit? TV broad- 
casts in a sensational vein. Their news is 
for the lowest common denominator. Tele- 
vision can do that. . . well, we're in a lot of 
trouble. 
Penthouse: Even someone as prominent 
as Jimmy Carter was not immune from a 
paper like the Washington Post, whose 
story that he and Rosalyn had the Rea- 
gan’s Blair House apartment bugged was 
hardly factual. Do you think they should 
have printed the rumor in the first place? 
Luedtke: That's stretching the definition of 
news too far. | agree it's probably true that 
the Post was correct, in that it was being 
whispered about in some small circle that 
the Carters were part of the bugging of 
Blair House. But that is much too fragile a 
truth to stand on when you know full well 
that it's not going to be read in exactly the 
way it was intended. You're effectively 
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| don't believe journalists 
should have to 
identify their sources, or 
we're going to stop the source 
of 80 percent of the 
hard-news coverage we get. 
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disseminating a rumor, and if the rumor 
were of a sufficient size and magnitude 
and enough people were involved that you 
really were dealing with a bona fide news 
event—and rumor can sometimes be a 
news event—that would be one thing. But 
when you are dealing with something that 
you believe not to be true, that’s simply 
being gossiped about, then | think it 
should not be printed. 

Newman: It would be interesting if Carter 
took it to court, wouldn't it? They said it 
was a rumor. They didn't say it was a fact. 
A little nifty doubletalk, if | do say so, But 
I'm the victim of this kind of stuff all the 
time, and | wish to hell there was some- 
thing thal could be done to prevent it. But 
since I'm someone who makes movies, 
who entertains people, | have to allow un 
truths to be printed, not just about me but 
about my family as well. It's really not very 
fair, 

Penthouse: Do you have any suggestions 
that might be put forth to prevent this kind 
of a situation? 

Newman: |'m not sure. That would have to 
be left up to much better and stronger 
minds than mine. But something has to be 
done .,. something that corrects items in 
papers like the New York Post. 

After Fort Apache, | went out of my way 
to mention the New York Post as a gar- 
bage newspaper. It simply invented cap- 
tions to go with certain photographs of me, 
telling stories that didn’t exist. This was in 
relationship to a sense of turmoil they 


wanted to create around a picture thal was 
about the South Bronx—and it simply 
didn't exist. | mean, they invented riots 
where there were no riots. They invented 
them—not blew them out of proportion, as 
they would like people to believe. They 
simply invented situations. Now, | guess 
what they wanted to do was to create a 
sense of turmoil where there wasn't any 
story, just to aggravate things 

They took a picture, when we were 
three or four days into production, where a 
girl production assistant was just going 
over to one of their photographers, just on 
her way to rehearsal, walking to the set, 
and when that picture appeared, the cap- 
tion beneath it said, ‘Paul Newman gasps 
in horror as production assistant wards off 
protesters.'' There weren't any protesters! 
There wasn't any situation. That was 
made up. 
Penthouse: And there wasn't anything 
you could do to prevent it? Or any action 
you could take against the newspaper? 
Newman: Like what? What grounds would 
you suggest | have? I'm not hurt in any 
way, nor was | libeled. | held a press con- 
ference to point out to these newspapers 
that certain situations falsely reported did 
not, in fact, exist. | told them it was not a 
racist picture and that people were taking 
things out of context, just misconstruing 
everything. During the course of it, | men- 
tioned that particular situation. And after it 
was over, | went down to where the cam- 
eras were and talked to some guys from 
the Amsterdam News, and when the New 
York Post reported it—the press confer- 
ence—they said, “It was broken up when 
the protesters stormed the hill.’ / couldn't 
fucking believe it! There were a couple of 
people down in the streets with pam- 
phlets, but all they were doing was hand- 
ing them out peacefully. 
Penthouse: Absence of Malice presents a 
somewhat contemptuous view of the 
press, Its theme is that an essentially hon- 
est and professional reporter can still be 
manipulated—and duped—by govern- 
ment agencies wishing to disseminate ru- 
mors. Do you feel that’s the case across 
America today? 
Pollack: | believe that it can and does hap- 
pen. | don't necessarily believe that's an 
indictment of the press as much as itis an 
indictment of the process. We're dealing 
with a process here. Newspapers are par- 
ticularly vulnerable, and so are the televi- 
sion media, to outside manipulation, From 
law-enforcement agencies, from political 
agencies you read, "Sources close to the 
president said..." or “Sources in the 
White House said. , ."" Sources, sources, 
sources! Who are all these people? 

Anybody in the world can say anything 
they want about another person in this so- 
ciety and be assured of more protection 
than the person who's the object of this 
story. That's one helluva volalile situation 
to have to deal with: 
Penthouse: Then you personally feel that 
there is a gross injustice in the manner by 
which sources are protected—that jour- 
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nalists should be able to both protect and 
identify their sources? How is something 
like that to be satisfactorily achieved? 
Pollack: | don't believe journalists should 
have to identify their sources, or we're go- 
ing to stop the source of 80 percent of the 
hard-news coverage we get, But | do be- 
lieve that it becomes incumbent on the 
part of the reporter to be doubly careful 
about the accuracy of those leaks. Dou- 
bly, triply careful. Also to weigh what the 
consequences are to everybody involved. 
How much need-to-know is there? You 
have to weigh that. If it's the Pentagon Pa- 
pers, | would certainly agree with the New 
York Times—we do have a right and a 
need to know, | applaud their decision to 
go ahead and print it. I'm not so sure, for 
example, about the Burros case 

Burros was a guy who was a member of 
the American Nazi party. It was discov- 
ered by a leak, to the New York Times, that 
Burros was also a Jew. A reporter from the. 
New York Times went to interview Burros 
and confronted him with this fact. And Bur- 
ros, in effect, said to him, “If you print that 
story, |'ll be ruined. Everything I’m about 
will destroy me. You'll destroy every- 
thing.” 

The reporter received another phone 
call from Burros just before he printed the 
story, saying, “If! go out, I'm going to go 
out in a blaze of glory.”" Anybody listening 
would have known that he was talking 
about suicide. The story was printed, and 
Burros shot himself, put a bullet through 
his head. I'm not so sure whal was 
achieved. I’m not certain I'm for or against 
... but!'m saying it’s worth a lot of serious 
thought. 

There are things reported all the time in 
which one can question the degree of 
need-to-know. 

Luedtke: | remember a terrific situation in 
which a candidate, who happened to be 
black and who happened to be a criminal 
lawyer, was running for public office in De- 
troit. An individual who was a former FBI 
agent called and said that he understood 
that the newspaper was looking into the 
background of this candidate, and he 
wanted us to know that our continued in- 
quiry might well jeopardize a federal in- 
vestigation. That, | might add, is a real cute 
‘stunt. He wanted to persuade us that, in- 
deed, something was there, and he 
couldn't have done a better job. We didn't 
get suckered by that. But | hate to think 
about the times we have been and still 
don't know about it 

Penthouse: So, in effect, you feel that gov- 
ernment agencies and politicians attempt 
to use the press to promote their own best 
interests? 

Pollack: Well, that's a part of it, | think. You 
know, innumerable times when newsmen 
needed desperately to get inside a story, a 
member of the FBI would ‘‘discreetly’’ 
oblige, leaving them alone with internal 
FBI files. Cily papers, in highly competitive 
situations, and wire services literally 
scrambled for favors from the FBI. They 
followed every new lead from official 
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The press on its own 
ground is very powerful. 
We do own the 
printing presses, we do own 
the televisions, we're 
very hard to push around. 
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sources and raced to the phones with ev- 
ery revision to the Ten Most Wanted list. 
They were being manipulated—which is 
part of what the picture is trying to get at. 
Penthouse: Were you ever in the position 
where you regretted having printed some- 
thing about a person who got hurt over the 
piece’s appearance? 

Luedtke: Absolutely. Many times. My pa- 
per printed a story about a ranking Detroit 
police official being under investigation 
And, indeed, he really was under investi- 
gation. As a result of which he lost his job, 
and his ability to get another job was se- 
verely damaged. And nothing came of the 
investigation. 

Penthouse: Did you print a retraction to 
that order? 

Luedtke: Well, we couldn't retract, be- 
cause what we printed was true: he was 
under investigation. Whether or not there 
was ever any reason for him to be under 
investigation is a very different story. We 
were able to work oul a situation where, 
through a very conscientious U.S. attor- 
ney, the unusual step of formally announc- 
ing the end to an investigation took 
place—and saying, formally, that there 
was no reason to proceed further, that 
there was no reason to think that this indi- 
vidual had committed a criminal act, In the 
meantime, his police career is over. He 
now has a job, but it’s quile clear to me 
that the news stories affected that man's 
life. 

Penthouse: Then you're asking for some 


sort of uniform—perhaps federal—restric- 
tion on the press? 

Luedtke: Absolutely not. 

Pollack: The only thing | can say as a lay- 
man—as an outsider—is that the selection 
process of who is or isn’t allowed the re- 
sponsibility of reporting a major event has 
lo be a tougher selection process, be- 
Cause we are finally and ultimately at the 
mercy of the individual who's doing it. And 
| don't see any way we're going to change 
that rule. Government legislation would 
just be a form of censorship and absolute- 
ly unacceptable. If | thought a newspaper 
should be censored, then I'd certainly 
have to advocate the censorship of film. 
Then books. And | don't advocate that at 
all. | think that would be a disaster 
Penthouse: A\l of this comes at a time 
when the Reagan administration is trying 
to roll back the Freedom of Information 
Act, which grants access to heretofore 
confidential files the government may 
have about us. Don't you find that a bit dis- 
concerting? 

Luedtke: People make much of the Free- 
dom of Information Act, but the fact is it's 
only fifteen years old. The republic got 
along fine for more than 150 years without 
it. Itonly makes information easier to get; it 
does not make the information readily 
available. Reporting is frequently hard 
work and frequently should be. It seems to 
me that what we care about in the First 
Amendment is the right to publish. And | 
don't think we can tamper with the right to 
publish without doing much greater dam- 
age. 

Pollack: Here is my hope—and I'm being 
an idealist. My hope is that a picture like 
Absence of Malice—that the best possible 
thing | could hope for is that it would have 
the effect of jolting the press people into 
the realization that if they don't do some- 
thing about it themselves, then a combina- 
tion of public opinion and the present 
administration could eventually press for 
some kind of legislative action. And | think 
that would be a disaster. 

Luedtke: | think it's always possible that 
people in the press can say, ‘Gee, | wish 
they hadn't made that movie, People are 
not very happy with us already, and this 
(movie) is going to add fuel to the fire." 
Penthouse: That's a valid point. How 
would you answer that? 

Luedtke: The press on its own ground is 
very powerful, very capable of taking care 
of itself, We do own the printing presses, 
we do own the televisions, we're very hard 
to push around, If we are confining the 
First Amendment question, the freedom- 
of-the-press question, to the right to pub- 
lish, it would take something that would 
require at least a little help from God to do 
much to set us back. 

The place it might show up—in some 
people's eyes, a detriment to the press— 
would be in the expansion area, to get still 
more room for the press. You've got some 
people now who insist upon making ac- 
cess a First Amendment question, who 
contend that, for instance, reporters 
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should not have to testify for grand juries. 
These people will probably think, perhaps 
with justification, that this movie would be 
a tall setback to us. They're talking about a 
right that | don’t think they should have 
anyway, so | wind up being not terribly 
bothered by it. I'm particularly not worried 
about—what people seem to keep ask- 
ing—is, Isn't the press in great danger 
from the administration? 

Penthouse: | would think that's a rather 
valid question. 

Luedtke: And | think it's absolute non- 
sense. If the American press is suscepti- 
ble to being done in by a singular 
administration, it would have happened 
200 years ago. There are a great many ad- 
ministrations that would have liked to have 
stuck it to the press, If we're no more pow- 
erful than that, then apparently society is 
safe from us and no one should worry 
about us. 

Penthouse: Absence of Malice portrays a 
situation in which a reporter, played by 
Sally Field, allows herself to be manipulat- 
ed not only by a government agency bul, 
later, by her emotional involvement with a 
chief suspect in an investigation, played 
by Paul Newman. People are going to be 
somewhat disturbed that the reporter in 
the picture is a woman, and in effect it says 
to them that women, although highly pro- 
fessional, are susceptible to intense emo- 
tions and subsequently cannot be trusted. 


Luedtke: To the extent that that may be a 
reaction, of course | regret it. | personally 
would have preferred that the reporter in- 
volved be male. The structural problem 
that we had with that ... we did want at 
least something of a love affair in there. 
So, to reverse it, we would have had to 
conjure up the notion of a female murder 
suspect tied to the Mafia, which | think 
strains the credibility. 

Penthouse: And yet, remembering the ex- 
ample of Laura Foreman, in Philadelphia, 
areporter who admitted being tied roman- 
tically to and accepting gifts from her ma- 
jor suspect, there indeed seems to be a 
problem that reflects this very notion. A 
woman can become more emotionally at- 
tached. 

Pollack: | think a lotof that goes on sexual- 
ly both ways, Some editors have said: "| 
wouldn't have any reporter like that work- 
ing for me!’' | think that happens to be bull- 
shit. Many of them may believe whal they 
are saying, but a lot of people who have 
made that comment have reporters like 
that working for them, and | can document 
it. 

Penthouse: |s there anything you might 
want to say about the character Mike Gal- 
lagher and the way he was able to com- 
promise the reporter who stalked him in 
the movie? 

Newman: Sure—he thought Sally Field 
was great in bed. God, there were no 


words to describe that one-night stand! 
Penthouse: But Gallagher was just setting 
her up for later on, when he turns the ta- 
bles on her. Isn't that right? 

Newman: No way. That was real all the 
way. A stiff prick has no conscience. [He 
roars with laughter.] It's true, though, isn't 
it? 

Penthouse: Well, it doesn't bode well. In 
fact, the movie seems to present the hy- 
pothesis that women reporters are too 
emotional to be trusted with their work. 
Newman: Yes, well, | think that's unfortu- 
nate. It looks like, ‘Fuck her, drop her right 
in the sack.’’ So | think feminists will take 
that viewpoint, that we show they're the 
weaker sex, and well—good, good. Peo- 
ple'll have a lot to talk about, But you know 
as well as | do that wasn't Sydney's inten- 
tion. He merely wanted. to create a love 
story, and that was the way it had to be. 
Penthouse: But what do you think it 
says—or rather, how do you feel about a 
woman's emotional stake in reporting a 
story accurately? Do you think that she’s 
too susceptible to a romantic entangle- 
ment? 

Newman: [A lot of laughter.) | think both 
sexes would like to get their news in bed. | 
would. But as far as the norm goes, | think 
most professional journalists go by the 
book and keep their emotions at home. 
Let's face it: you can spot the stories that 
were gotten by a piece of ass. Ot, 
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“No, | thought you were bringing the nails!" 
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AWOMAN 
LEFT 
LONELY 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY ALLAN J. WASH 


cred, alone, and lonely, the lady 
invited a houseguest—a sweet country 


cousin, unused to big-city ways. 
Though they'd not seen each other since child- 
hood, the altraction was instant as summer 
lightning, The lady's blondness was a pale fi 
fawing her friend to the flame. Though 
distant relations, they sensed they'd become 
lose friends. When asked to stay, the 
dark one demurely assented, her 
up with pleasure. Soon they shared every 
nid every dream. Then one summer 
day, while they strolled together in t! 
passing t pressed their filmy white d 
against their bodies, silhouetting hips and 
breasts, inspiring a new desire. Eyes c 
ward, th tly slipped the gat 
e lendent flesh still blushed by 
troking tender breasts, 
they kissed and murmured endearments that had 
only been thoughts be 


ush, expansive 
tate that once 
alluxury prison 


hting in 
softly feminine flesh, 
they shower each other 
with warmth, bathe 
The’ 


he visions 


3 oi’ 


As with all constant lovers, 

their moods are many and changing. 
Inamoment of tender passion 

they cup each other's breasts as if 
holding goblets of necte 

later, turning more playful, they 
bend to each wild impulse, 
expressing their growing affection 
in cheeky new ways 


Lounging by the pool, they favor the soothing sensation 
‘of sun-warmed skin. Nesting in the dark 
‘one’s lap, the blond invites the caresses of tongue and fingers. 
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Later, in the private comfort 

of the bed they share, the dark one 
enters into a new realm ol trust, 
invites her friend to share her most 
intimate moment. Once shy, 

she's become a bold adventuress; 
once modest, she sees her 

now cherished body as an object of 
untold wealth, a treasure 

to explore together. 


121 


Teasing her friend with her 
tongue tip, she flicks the delicate 
weapon near her partner's 

most vulnerable flesh, inspiring 
exquisitely molten shivers of 
surrender. Readily repaying the 
favor, her graceful hostess tenderly 
tums her around, caresses 

the globes of her satiny haunches, 
admires the dark, musky cleft 

her hands have caressed so often 
Then, sighing, she takes the 
plunge that midsurnmer dreams 


are made ol... O+—q 
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The untapped resources of outer space can provide 
pollution-free energy, miracle medicines, and unlimited precious metals. 


GOLD RUSH TO THE STARS 


BY GARY HANAUER/PAINTING BY VINCENT DIFATE 
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U.S.S. Private Enterprise will zoom skyward from a small patch of concrete north of 
San Francisco and curl gently over the Pacific Ocean. Inside, as powerful thrusters 
burn and the craft hurtles upward some seventy-five miles, an astronaut will film and broad- 
cast the event 
Bob Truax, the man who has spent the last six years of his life building the vehicle and 
Preparing tor the stunt, will be down below with his financial backers, who had to raise $1 
million to fund the effort, watching hopefully and nervously. 
Why send a man to the edge of space, a mission first completed by Yuri Gagarin some 


A the beginning of next summer, if all goes right, a shiny white rocket ship called the 
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twenty-one years ago? Why risk some- 
one's life in space with only a $1 
million budget—minuscule next to the Na- 
tional Aeronautics and Space Administra- 
tion's 1981-82 allotment of nearly $6 
billion—and a lot of spare parts, not to 
mention a crew made up mostly of volun- 
teers? Why, indeed, would anyone want to 
build his own rocket ship? 

The truth is that the flight of the Private 
Enterprise (which is also named the X-3), 
if successful, will usher in a new era that 
futurists, scientists, manufacturing ex- 
perts, and veteran space technologists 
have been dreaming about for years; the 
age of private development in space. If 
their predictions are correct, manufactur 
ing, mining, and, in the long run, just about 
every industry are about to lake a giant 
leap into the cosmos, 

Truax plans to recover all of his rocket 
and use the whole rocket many times— 
not just a portion of it, as NASA is doing 
with the space shuttle. “Private enterprise 
can do things better and cheaper than the 
federal government," boasts Truax, who 
headed up many of the nation’s earliest 
rocket programs, including Thor and Po- 
laris, Someday there will be more people 
working in space than on earth. The first 
step in making the industrialization of 
space a reality is getting private enterprise 
involved.” 

“Space-made products will find a large 
market on Earth," agrees Donald Waltz, 
manager of advanced studies at TRW, Inc. 

lf even part of what some experts say 
turns out to be correct, in fifteen years, ev- 
erything in your household, from kitchen 
blenders to lawn mowers, will be made of 
alloys harder than diamond. Hamburger 
will be half-price, The same will be true of 
some medicines that are nearly priceless 
today. Steel will float on water. Gems sur- 
passing the biggest known will be 
“grown” in orbit. Superthin wire capable 
of holding a million pounds will be com- 
monly available. As factories move mil- 
lions of miles away and the need for 
“dirty'’ forms of energy fades, pollution 
will disappear, You'll talk to anyone you 
want to on your wrist telephone 

The futurists who paint this rosy portrait 
see space enterprise as not only a new, 
boundless frontier but also a safety valve 
for our planet's pressing problems—ener- 
gy, pollution, inflation, war, disease, even 
overpopulation, According to G, Harry 
Stine, author of The Third Industrial Revo- 
lution, ‘The dawning of the Third Industrial 
Revolution in space holds the real promise 
of completing the first major cultural, mor- 
al, ethical, and philosophic shift to take 
place since the beginnings of the Neolithic 
Age one hundred centuries ago." 

Geologist and mining engineer David 
Kuck, who has studied the composition of 
lunar rocks, thinks there are possibly “one 
thousand times more accessible plati- 
num-group metals to be found on the as- 
teroids between Mars and Jupiter than on 
Earth” (and these precious minerals may 
also be found, he believes, on asteroids 
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closer to Earth), Kuck also believes thal 
our moon could be an excellent source of 
platinum, the grayish white metal—cur- 
rently valued at more than $400 an 
ounce—that is used in chemical wares, 
dental alloys, and jewelry, And Harold Ma- 
sursky, a planetary geologist with the U.S, 
Geological Survey's Center of Astrogeo- 
logy, says thal “given the past volcanic 
history of the moon and the fact that many 
rich metal deposits are associated with 
volcanic activity, it would surprise us not to 
find concentrations of iron and copper 
there." 

Kuck foresees large lunar troves of 
such rare platinum metals as rhodium 
(valued at $450 an ounce), iridium ($465, 
an ounce), osmium ($135), and palladium 
($80). “They are probably strewn about 
right on the lunar surface,” reports Kuck. 

If researchers are correct, the impact 
that space mining could have on earth 
would be staggering. Platinum is a case in 
point. According to the U.S. Bureau of 
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“Someday there will 
be more people working in 
space than on earth,” 
says one expert. ‘The first 
step is getting private 
enterprise involved." 
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Mines, world production of the strategical- 
ly important alloy metals—96 percent 
comes from the Soviet Union and South 
Africa, not exactly the most dependable of 
suppliers—must increase tenfold in the 
next four years just to keep up with Ameri- 
ca's needs, Exploitation of the moon's re- 
sources may be the answer. 

Apparently titanium, used in alloys, is 
also common on the moon—certain sam- 
ples taken by the Apollo astronauts had 
concentrations of more than 4 percent of 
the feldspars associated with the silvery 
gray metal, This discovery has convinced 
‘some futurists that titanium may turn out to 
be the silver of space. "'It's stronger than 
aluminum," says Masursky, Indeed, cur: 
rent state-of-the-art design calls for using 
titanium in many American spacecraft 
components. 

Much of the titanium, chromium, and 
silica (by far the biggest component and a 
key source of aluminum) mined on the 
moon will probably never be shipped to 
Earth. Instead it will be utilized to build in 
place the very vehicles and equipment 
that will ply the moon's minefields and 
then transport the goods elsewhere. 

“it may eventually be cheaper to manu- 


facture space-going boxcars in space 
from materials obtained in space,”’ Stine 
predicts, “We may well build things in 
space and land them on Earth to be ex- 
pended, used, and never sent back into 
space again, Because the moon has a 
surface gravity only one-sixth as great as 
Earth's, it would make a perfect base for 
just such activities," 

Apollo astronaut Rusty Schweickart, 
who participated in the first manned flight 
of the lunar module, agrees; ‘Going to 
and from the asteroid belt from the moon 
would cost one-twentieth of what it would 
from Earth merely because you don't have 
to deal with the [strong gravity] environ- 
ment.” 

“The moon," says Al Hibbs, senior staff 
scientist at the Jet Propulsion Laboratory, 
in Pasadena, Calif, “should, in terms of 
setting up a center of aperalions, be our 
number-one priority. If anything needs 
servicing, it’s important to remember that 
the moon is relatively easy to get to."" 

In fact, the idea of using the moon in- 
stead of Earth as a construction headquar- 
ters has completely revolutionized the 
concept of how much start-up money the 
industrialization of space might require. 
“Seven years ago, we thought it would 
cost fifty to sixty billion dollars,"” says Ge- 
rard K, O'Neill, director of the Space Stud- 
ies Institute in Princeton. ‘Today, our 
estimate is seven to eight billion dollars. 
Even to build a high-orbital space station, 
we should be able to get ninety percent of 
the material we need right from space." 

The moon, however, is likely to become 
more than a jumping-off point: there are 
those who believe it may yield some of the 
human “‘basics"’ for working and living in 
space. 

For example, if titanium becomes the 
silver of space, then oxygen will be more 
precious than gold. The moon apparently 
has great stores of oxygen locked away in 
its soil. “It can be separated out,"’ Kuck 
says. And although some other research- 
ers still believe the lunar poles may con- 
tain water and that hydrogen, which could 
be teamed up with the soil-borne oxygen 
to make water, might lurk in the bottoms of 
craters, no one knows exactly where the 
moon's most viable resources are. Cur- 
rent estimates are based on the puniest of 
samplings; a total of 845 pounds of lunar 
soil brought back to Earth. The United 
States has landed men on the moon at 
only six points. 

In order to gain this knowledge, NASA 
has made three separate requests for 
funds to orbit a survey satellite around the 
moon, Each proposal has been turned 
down. In the meantime, Japan is consider- 
ing a probe that will map the entire surface 
of the moon for possible mineral wealth. 

Mineral and metal shortages are not the 
only problems whose solutions may lie in 
the heavens. There is an obvious environ- 
mental benefit in mining the solar system 
rather than dredging the earth's oceans. 
As Michael McCloskey, executive director 
of the Sierra Club, says, "'In certain near- 
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shore areas, ocean dredging could have a 
devastating effect on the entire food 
chain.”’ The concerns voiced by conser- 
vationists are heightened by the fact that a 
number of companies, such as Ocean 
Mining Associates, which is a consortium 
of U.S. Steel, Sun Co,, Inc., Italy's Sanim 
Co., and Belgium's Union Miniere, would 
like to become more actively involved in 
underwater mining. Glenn Paluson, vice- 
president of the National Audubon Soci- 
ely, says, “At least mining of the solar 
system wouldn't disturb life." 

Some of the first products to be made in 
‘space will, as a matter of fact, enhance our 
lives—and possibly make them longer. At 
present, for instance, it takes 80,000 pints 
of human blood to make a single gram of 
interferon, which is believed by some re- 
searchers to have great virus- or cancer- 
fighting potential. Another example, says 
Dennis Morrison, head of the shuttle's bi- 
ology research projects, is urokinase, an 
enzyme that some stroke or heart allack 
victims need from twelve to twenty doses 
of to help break up blood clots. The cur- 
rent price tag per treatment is $3,500 to 
$4,000, Using a process known as elec- 
trophoresis, which ‘‘pulls"’ certain mole- 
cules away from others, interferon, 
urokinase, and other lifesaving drugs 
could be produced more efficiently and in 
greater quantities in space. Although 
many laboratories already have small 
electrophoresis units, the delicate tech- 
nique is limited because of the pull of grav- 
ity. But in space, under zero-gravity 
conditions, there would be no problem in 
producing great quantities of these drugs. 

Sometime this year an automatic proto- 
type of a factory for processing interferon 
and cells that may help diabetics and he- 
mophiliacs will be sent aloft in the space 
shuttle. James T, Rose, former director of 
engineering for the shuttle and the current 
manager of space processing for McDon- 
nell Douglas Corporation, which is devel- 
oping the factory under a joint agreement 
with NASA, says his company expects a 
“good return”’ on its investment, which he 
describes as ‘a lot more than one million 
dollars,’’ to date. If McDonnell Douglas is 
given permission by the Federal Drug Ad- 
ministration to begin commercial produc: 
tion in 1986, one plant could make enough 
interferon to supply a good percent of the 
world market, according to Rose; an esti- 
mated ten to fifteen such production units 
could be carried in a shuttle. Johnson & 
Johnson will handle marketing of the prod- 
ucts for McDonnell Douglas. 

In fact, the field of pharmaceutical pro- 
cessing alone—1 of 101 potential space 
industries examined back in 1972 by Da- 
vid Keller, then manager of advanced pro- 
grams for the space division of General 
Electric—could result in a ton of new vac- 
cines worth a total of more than $1 billion 
every year, according to an obscure 1974 
NASA study, ‘The Beneficial Uses of 
Space.” 

Putting electrophoresis to work in space 
also might help ranchers breed livestock 
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with more meat poundage and cows with 
more milk, The livestock sperm industry 
that's already booming would get a $422 
million-per-year shot in the arm from 
space processing, according to one au- 
thority, because, as with interferon, zero 
gravity would facilitate the isolation of puri- 
fied hormones and X- and Y-type chromo- 
somes, which determine the sex of the 
Offspring. 

NASA's fifteen-volume study pegs the 
annual value of just ten industrial-space 
processes at $2.2 billion, Another report 
places the eventual sales for space-made 
electrical generators alone al as much as 
$400 billion a year, Based on these and 
other estimates, it would not be surprising 
for space to become a trillion-dollar enter- 
prise by the year 2015. 

Ifyou talk with 'earthbound”’ plant man- 
agers about some of the most widely ap- 
plicable qualities space has to offer 
manufacturing, about halfway into the 
conversation you will notice eyes rolling. 
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Futurists see space enterprise 
as not only a new, 
boundless frontier but also 
a Safety valve for our 
planet's pressing problems. 
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It'll happen just when you bring up “‘levita- 
tion," a trick you might have seen Linda 
Blair perform in The Exorcist. 

But levitation, or containerless process- 
ing, as NASA prefers to call it, is real: re- 
searchers at NASA's Marshall Space 
Flight Center, in Huntsville, Ala., already 
have a breadbox-sized device that uses 
sound waves to float and holds drops of 
liquid, glass, or metal in midair without any 
container. 

Sound impossible? It's not. In zero 
gravity, electric fields can keep the sus- 
pended material that is injected (either by 
syringe or mechanical wand) between two 
poles, even if it needs to be rotated rapid- 
ly. 
But why levitate ‘'small globules’ (as 
Lowell Zoller, Marshall's manager of ma- 
terials processing in space, describes 
them) inside an industrial furnace, as 
ground-based experimenters have been 
doing, in the first place? 

The answer, once again, is zero gravity. 
Pour certain materials into containers, and 
you face the chance of contamination. 
Molds, jars, and even tongs limit process- 
ing temperatures. And containers ‘lock 
in” heat that, for some industrial purposes, 


needs to be removed fast. Free-float the 
identical items during manufacture, and 
they will stay pure, unlimited by anything 
but their own temperature constraints and 
Capable of being fast-frozen. 

For glass alone, levitation is expected to 
carve out a $10 million-per-year market, 
Among the possibilities in this sector are 
glasses made from totally new materials, 
laser products, and improved fiber optics, 
Marshall's Edwin Ethridge forecasts de- 
velopment of a superlens for cameras. 
Mixing two or more metals, or a metal and 
a nonmetal, without the interference of 
gravily will make the bonding of thou- 
sands of new combinations possible for 
the first time; containerless processing will 
ensure their purity. As surely as the Indus- 
trial Revolution changed every aspect of 
how we live, every industry, every home, 
everything from the vehicles we drive to 
the roofs over our heads, will benefit from 
these new alloys. But, to date, nothing 
much has happened, because most of the 
American projects to develop these alloys 
have not yet gotten under way. Soviet 
cosmonauts, however, have apparently 
been hard at work in space mixing metals 
since 1977, when Salyut 6 was launched. 

Many experts expect American techno- 
logical know-how to help us roar ahead of 
the Soviets once we stoke the fires of the 
shuttle’s electric furnace. But such specu- 
lation, said the late Charles Sheldon Il, ig- 
nores the fact that the Russians have been 
actively engaged in space on an ongoing 
basis for five years. It also discounts the 
secret Soviet space budget—believed to 
be up to seven times our own. 

Even Sheldon, who was the Library of 
Congress's senior specialist in space 
transportation technology, knew only the 
tip of the Russian story. His Washington 
office seemed to overflow with three-by- 
five data cards—more than 10,000 at last 
count—which had been gathered since he 
began his relentless effort to monitor data 
from Western listening posts, Pravda, 
Tass, and anything else that might provide 
clues to the Soviet mission. “I've been 
watching them,'’ he said with a face that 
showed he was happy somebody cared, 
“since 1955." 

Salyut 6 carried two one-by-one-and-a- 
half-foot electric furnaces, one in a hatch 
on the side of the ship and the other in a 
forward cavity where near-weightless- 
ness prevails, according to Sheldon. 

“They have created new alloys,’ the 
analyst reported. Soviet literature claims 
the creation of a wide range of new mix- 
tures—"'using thirty to forty elements," by 
Sheldon's estimate, including alloys of 
germanium, lithium, indium, molybdenum, 
and antimony. According to other data 
supplied to Penthouse by TRW's Waltz, 
the Russians have melted combinations of 
copper and indium, aluminum and mag- 
nesium, aluminum and tungsten, and mo- 
lybdenum and gallium. According to 
Waltz, “They have been talking of foam 
metals, some of which will be able to float 
on waler.”” 


Foreign interest in space-made crystals 
is intense. Except for metals testing, this is 
the area being watched the closest by 
France, Germany, and Japan. The Ger- 
mans not only have garnered substantial 
Participation by industry in crystal study 
but also, according to most analyses, are 
making the industrialization of space their 
top priority. 

\tis not surprising that the most spectac- 
ular news to date about space crystals has 
come from the Soviet Union: a Russian ra- 
dio commentator reportedly told his audi- 
ence that the crystals brought back from 
Salyut 6 had a commercial value of $80 
million, 


How will crews be transported to space to 
work, and how will the moon's metals and 
the products produced there be brought 
back to Earth? The American space shut- 
tle is just one example of an earth-orbit 
Space truck designed to lower cargo ex- 
penses. In the 1960s Philip Bono of Mc- 
Donnell Douglas proposed the vehicles 
Rombus and Hyperion, Unlike any rocket 
ever designed before, Rombus would car- 
ry a maximum of 400 tons of cargo at a 
mere five dollars per pound. Hyperion 
would be a single-stage rocket, blasted up 
a rocket sled on a mountain, that could 
power itself on liquid oxygen and liquid hy- 
drogen. Unlike the shuttle, the forty-eight- 
passenger craft would land vertically. 
Bono estimated it would cost only $37 mil- 
lion to build the first vehicle. 

Nobody in the West is sure how far 
along the Russians are in developing their 
own space truck, but even the early indi- 
cations are surprising. It looks like the So- 
viets are trying to build something akin toa 
highly maneuverable ‘space van." Mov- 
ing large cargo will be their main empha- 
sis, it seems. 

The Soviet shuttle will probably take off 
horizontally with the help of a rocket. More 
important, this space-going service bus 
will apparently be launched from and re- 
turn to conventional runways, It would be 
like launching the space shuttle from JFK, 
LAX, or O'Hare. The booster also will 
“glide back to a landing at a runway,” 
writer Donald Robertson told Astronomy 
magazine 

But for all their versatility, the proposed 
space trucks and vans of the near future 
will be used only within the inner solar sys- 
tem, as the [uel cost of their continuing any 
farther is prohibitive. Instead, space trains 
would make the truly long-distance trips. 
All they would require would be a big 
enough shove to achieve the right velocily 
and could then be left to continue on 
through space. Other space tugs would 
meet them at their destinations, The ships 
could be slowed down by rocket power. 

A commuter or freight train that sails 
through space might also be possible, ac- 
cording to the futurist Robert Staehle. 
Staehle's World Space Foundation has 
been perfecting what may turn out to be 
one of the keys to the industrialization of 
space: a ship that requires no solid or liq- 


uid fuel, no heavy tanks to hold them, and 
no lug to gel il started when it is at least 
1,500 km from Earth. 

Sailing through space, using the minute 
and almost imperceptible but constant 
“push'’ of photons (bundles of energy 
particles from the sun) in much the same 
way that sailboats on Earth catch the wind, 
is an idea first suggested by Fridrikh 
Tsander in 1924. Tsander discovered that 
in the vacuum of space it doesn’t matter 
how slight the continuing solar nudge is; 
as long as it keeps coming, you can even- 
tually build up to any speed you want, 

There's a drawback to most of the sail 
plans that enthusiasts rarely talk about; 
even with modern sail designs, ‘gassing 
up"’ takes a long time, To develop the 
speed needed to get to, say, Mars, might 
require a whole year of twirling in various 
orbits around the Earth; only then would 
your six-to-twelve-month journey begin. 

But space sailing might yet develop 
speed. Some ideas for its improvement 
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“Space is both the 
key to getting around the 
limited resources we 
have on earth,” says Dr. 
Gerard K. O'Neill, 
“and, just maybe, toward 
ending conflict.” 
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boggle the imagination. For example, a 
sail ship might be propelled from behind 
by a huge laser beam, or explosive 
charges might boost the craft to the de- 
sired speed, The ship might even be flung 
into the cosmos with a mammoth gun, 
where it would glide, like a paper airplane 
that never stops. 

For the last ten years, a number of sci- 
entists have been trying to tackle the prob- 
lem of how to move the constant stream of 
products they envision being made on the 
moon without turning the entire lunar sur- 
face into a giant spaceport. Only a finan- 
cially efficient method of transporting 
moon-made products back to Earth will 
make space industry profitable and possi- 
ble, 

That's where the lunar catapult comes 
in. Instead of flying ships in, loading them 
up, flying them out, and repeating the 
process, why nol use a sophisticated 
slingshot to “shoot” the goods to their 
destinations? 

Not only is such a plan neat—there's no 
waiting at either end—but it really could 
work. The moon has no almosphere to re- 
tard the ‘'baseballs'’ such a slingshot 
would hurl. Better yel, its gravity field is 


one-sixth that of Earth’s. To push a con- 
tainer away from the ground, the catapult 
would accelerate its payloads to only one 
and one-half miles per second. 

“The catapult would be built right on the 
lunar surface,"’ Stine predicts. ‘Since 
there is no air on the moon, there is no 
need to launch a payload vertically to get 
through air resistance as rapidly as possi- 
ble."’ Power for the shooter's linear elec- 
tric motor could come from solar cells, 
Stine thinks. 


The Soviet space goal is to construct a 
space station capable of holding up to fifty 
persons, During the mission of Salyut 6, 
which ended early in 1981, the Russians 
disclosed that they plan manned mis- 
sions, with Mars—not the moon or Earth- 
approaching asteroids—as their first goal. 

NASA, admits Rusty Schweickart, who 
is now chairman of the California Energy 
Commission, “has been so focused on 
the shuttle that it has failed to articulate our 
next step or set of steps in space." 

“Whatever the goal is, it should not call 
for a one-shol effort, like we did with Apol- 
lo," comments Gerard K. O'Neill, who has 
devoted much of the last twelve years al- 
most exclusively to thinking about space 
goals and how to pursue them. "Every- 
thing | see in space revolves around two 
words, resources and energy. Our goal 
should be to harness the wealth of space 
for the benefit of all mankind. | firmly dis- 
agree with those who predict a future of 
shortages. Space is both the key to getting 
around the limited resources we have on 
earth and, just maybe, toward ending con- 
flict. Have you ever noticed how most of 
the conflicts we have had involve re- 
sources or territory in one way or another? 
When new territory can be built in the form 
of space colonies virtually without limil, we 
will have an excellent chance of reducing 
human conflict. If we can move out to an 
environment where there are virtually un- 
limited resources, perhaps we can end 
war forever,’” 

But before we reach such a ulopia, if will 
be necessary to spend quite a lol of mon- 
ey, And in these days of tight money and 
supply-side tax culs, our ''penny-wise and 
pound-foolish” attitude could prove to be 
a more deadly enemy than the Soviets. 

Though nobody really knows how much 
the start-up costs for space enterprise will 
tun, estimates made over the past decade 
range all the way from $50 million to about 
1,200 times as much as that, or $60 bil- 
lion. While very few experts give credence 
to either extreme forecast, there is a con- 
sensus judgment that even the $7 to $8 
billion O'Neill says will be needed may 
have to be drastically lowered before most 
American companies jump on the space 
development bandwagon. "'If we can getit 
down to one billion, the discretianary mon- 
ey available to many corporations may be 
enough to fund most of the effort, even 
without substantial government help," be- 
lieves James Arnold, director of the Cali- 
fornia Space Institute. 
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With the exception of McDonnell Doug- 
las Corporation, TRW, Inc., and a handful 
of other firms that have committed them- 
selves to space processing projects that 
go beyond research, most industrial man- 
agers are still taking a wait-and-see atti- 
tude toward tapping into the cosmic 
treasure chest. 

When NASA hired a special consultant 
fo put on a space manufacturing sympo- 
sium in La Jolla, Calif., in February 1981, 
agency insiders hoped the result would be 
heavy industry interest in the conference, 
“It was disappointing,” reports a NASA 
official who prefers to remain nameless. 
Even INGO, Ltd., one of three companies: 
that agreed to participate in the meeting 
and a cosponsor of an upcoming shuttle 
metal-plating experiment, is hanging 
back, “Sure, it's a lol of fun to grasp the 
ungraspable," explains INCO public-rela- 
tlons manager David Graham. “But we 
have only a broad interest in something 
that may be centuries away. An asteroid 
may have a lot of nickel, but we have 
enough to last us for a long time on this 
planet.” 

“Business is simply being prudent," 
comments Floyd Roberson, the chief of 
NASA's technology transfer division. ‘‘It's 
a natural thing for companies to be on the 
sidelines. A few risk takers were responsi- 
ble for starting what eventually became 
the entire airline industry.'’ McDonnell 
Douglas space processing manager 
James Rose agrees. "We are taking a first 
step. What we need are more companies 
to join us.” 

Other space industry enthusiasts want 
the government to monetarily encourage 
enterprise through tax breaks and subsi- 
dies. NASA took a limited plunge in just 
such a direction when it signed an agree- 
ment giving a McDonnell Douglas drug 
factory a free ride in space if the company 
would build it, 

“We need a unique government incen- 
tive to lower the perceived risks," says 
Stine. “That's how the transcontinental 
railroad got built.'" McDonnell Douglas 
vice-president and general manager Er- 
win Branahl concurs: “Without the sup- 
port of NASA, innovative companies 
could not begin to undertake the enor- 
mous risks inherent in these ventures." 

Still, selling space development to in- 
dustry may hinge on how successful 
NASA is at explaining why costs will tum- 
ble. Space industrialization expenses 
don't have to be sky-high, In fact, if current 
trends continue, they'll plummet to the 
point where almost all industries will want 
to become part of what will be an entrepre- 
neurial rush into space, ‘Eventually, anti- 
pollution laws and increasing energy 
costs will sharply limit industrial produc- 
tion on Earth or make it more costly than 
producing the same products in space,"* 
Stine says flatly. 

The fantasies of forecasters are also 
more plugged into robotics than ever be- 
fore. ''We have the potential to lower front- 
end costs just by designing in more 
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automatic systems,’ Arnold says. O'Neill 
envisions a whole swarm of self-replicat- 
ing factories at work on the moon, grind- 
ing out 100,000 tons of products annually 
after only a few years, 

As time goes by, researchers are realiz- 
ing that going to work in space will save 
even more money than they thought earli- 
er, McDonnell Douglas technicians re- 
cently found that impressive cost 
reductions could accrue from the quality 
alone of space-made silicon crystals, "We 
learned that only 10 percent of the cost is 
presently in making the material,’ reports 
Rose. "It's the [product] rejections that 
hurt. On earth, we figure rejections are 
about four times more than what we will 
have in space," 

“The surest route to opening the re- 
sources of space is through private-ven- 
ture-capital operations,’’ says O'Neill. 
Roberson agrees with him: ‘We should 
show the way until the technology ma- 
tures, stay in place as a regulator, and let 
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In these days of 
tight money and supply- 
side tax cuts, our 
“‘penny-wise and pound- 
foolish” attitude 
could be more deadly 
than the Soviets. 
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the private sector carry on." 

Already, the process is evolving: such 
organizations as the California Space In- 
stitute, based in San Diego, are funding 
their own projects, which include long- 
range weather forecasting, and are partic- 
ipating in the programs of others. Formed 
in 1979 with the support of Gov. Jerry 
Brown, an ardent space enthusiast, the 
state-operated group began with little fan- 
fare and virtually no money; by 1981 its 
budget had skyrocketed to more than $1 
million. It recently was on the receiving 
end of a $100,000 contract (to be shared 
with Rockwell International) from O'Neill's 
SSI to, as Arnold describes it, ‘document 
the steps that will be needed to process 
lunar soil" once factories are established 
there 

The first space factories will be small, 
temporary structures that can be 
crammed into the shuttle for short spins 
through space. By 1990, the shuttle will 
have the capability to ‘‘drop off" larger 
plants—some of them manned—at their 
permanent sites. Subsequent flights will 
bring up fresh supplies and new “'shifts’’ 
of workers. The old crew and the finished 
products will go back in the same ship. 


From the outside, these orbiters may re- 
semble floating junkyards, Stine depicts 
them as surrounded by all sorts of space 
trash, “parts of old equipment, parts of 
new equipment that haven't been installed 
yet, old modules acting as warehouses for 
finished products,’ and by “lashed up 
and hung-on" solar panels and heat radi- 
ators, 

At first glance, factories on the moon 
will seem like those on our planet. Instead 
of being located near ports or railroads, 
most plants will be clustered around shut- 
tle stations and catapults. Facilities erect- 
ed in distant mares—the lunar country- 
side, if you will—are likely to rely on moon 
trucks to get their goods to market. Two 
types of cargo movers are expected by fu- 
turists: electric carts, built in the style of the 
Apollo buggies, and cable cars unlike any 
ever seen before. Think of gondolas hang- 
ing upside down from a monorail, and 
you've got the basic picture of a 'wirecar™’ 
rockeling across the lunar landscape, 

Odder still is what many of the first work 
centers will be making: more factories. 
“The Japanese have been talking about 
building this kind of factory for years,"" 
points out O'Neill, reaching for a pad. 
Soon, his pencil is producing a blizzard of 
numbers. ‘Three months after the first 
small-scale unit, you'd have an identical 
one. Three months later, you would have 
four. Three months after that, there would 
be eight." 

Despite the fact that nobody has a firm 
sketch of what shape factories beyond the 
moon will take, even fully automated re- 
producers are going to require mainte- 
nance crews now and then. When 
something needs servicing, the factory's 
computer will signal a repair shop orbiting 
at a distance of a few weeks’ journey; an 
engineer will show up, fix the broken part, 
and leave. 

Sound simple? There are those who 
worry that space work, for all its exciting 
gadgetry, will be extremely boring. Robot- 
watchers may become so ‘sedentary,’ 
warns one expert, that they will need 
“special exercises,” 

Others compare the first space devel- 
opers with the pioneers who settled Amer- 
ica only a few hundred years ago. They 
struggled under many hardships, but they 
survived, and they kept coming and com- 
ing in ever increasing numbers. 

We are, it seems, at a middle course, a 
juncture in the fabric of future history. Itis a 
time for deciding where we have been and 
where we will go now that the other plan- 
ets beckon. As Ben Bova, editorial direc- 
tor of Omni magazine and author of The 
High Road, writes: "If we are to solve to- 
day's global problems, we must look be- 
yond Earth, and we must also look toward 
the future, Problems that have taken gen- 
erations to accumulate require long-range 
solutions, ... To solve these problems, 
we have to create new wealth. And the 
new wealth that we seek is wailing for us, 
untouched and elernal, a few hundred 
miles above our heads,''Ot—q 


Onn 
THENEW FRONTIER 


Three years ago OMNI magazine 

pioneered a revolution in science publishing, 
travelling to and beyond the 

known horizons of our world, retuming with 
fascinating and fantastic stories, 

in language we could all understand 

OMNI looked inside the atom 

and across the breadth of the universe. 
discussed black holes, dissected 

the human mind, searched for UFO's 

soberly and described genetic 

engineering simply. And OMNI continues 

to joumey the new frontier—that 

space and moment straddling our incredible 
todays and our even more exciting tomorrows 


Read the philosophies and fiction of B.F 

Skinner, Ray Bradbury, Carl Sagan, 

Frederik Pohl, Robert Heinlein, Isaac Asimov, 
Gerard K. O'Neill and Stephen King. 

and read about the scientists and their science, 
the architects of our future. 

Imagination is the soul of our civilization. 

OMNI is the magazine that best 

captures and reflects that spirit, that wonder, 
that imagination 


Aone-year subscription is $24.00. That's a 
20% savings frorn the newsstand cost. 


Sergeant Detimore lingered in 
a Vietnamese POW camp for eleven years 
while the government played politics 
with his life. Only one man and one woman 
had the courage to bring him home. 


uang Tri Province, Vietnam, August 1981. 

The chirping calls of crickets and tree frogs, 

the cries of lizards, and the whining hum of 

mosquitoes diminished as the gray pre- 
dawn light washed siowly over the small jungle 
clearing 

Master Sergeant Frank E. Detimore shivered con- 
vulsively and brought his knees up close to his chest, 
curling into a tight ball. The damp night air had chilled 
him to the bone, unimpeded by the coarse rice mat 
‘on which he slept or the thin sackcloth blanket cover- 
ing his emaciated body. He bunched the top of his 
light-cotton black pajama uniform tightly around his 
neck and pulled the blanket up over his tace, 

“Detimore,”’ a man whispered softly. 

Frank responded quickly from his fitful half-sleep, 
pulling the blanket from his face. Through the mos- 
quito netting he saw the hazy image of one of the two 
men who shared his cage—bdoth political prisoners, 
Montagnards of the Rhade tribe. 

“Must put legs in irons. Guard come soon.”” 

Eleven years earlier, shortly after being taken pris- 
oner, Detimore learned to uniock the clamps with a 
piece of metal he fashioned for that purpose. Each 
night, after the guards were asleep, he unlocked the 
leg-irons, releasing himself and the others in the 
cage; and each morning, before the get-up gong, he 
locked them back in. 

Frank extended his legs and sat up slowly; his 
joints were stiff and sore. The Montagnard nudged 
the third man and gestured toward the iron bar. 
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The procedure each morning was to 
wake two of the prisoners a half-hour early 
to start the cooking fire for the morning 
meal, This minor inconvenience was per- 
manently designated as Frank's responsi- 
bility—a punishment meant to degrade 
him in the eyes of the others for his being 
the acknowledged leader of the seven 
other American prisoners of war. The du- 
ties were shared by another occupant of 
his cage. 

The young Vietnamese guard glanced 
impassively at the three men as he un- 
locked the leg-irons and padiock. “Go!” 
he ordered as he swung the door open. 
Detimore slipped on his crudely fashioned 
tire-tread sandals and came out; one of 
the Montagnards followed. The Montag- 
nard walked abreast of Frank as they car- 
tied the firewood to the cooking area, 

“You help us, Detimore?"’ A handsome 
bronzed face beneath jet black hair was 
dominated by intense, expressive eyes 
that held Frank's gaze. 

“Yeah,” Frank said. “When do you 
plan to go?" 

“Atnoon rest today,"’ Caang said, ‘You 
make dook braak look away, and we go," 

Frank smiled at the Rhade words Caang 
used to describe the guards—an insulting 
profanity in their language meaning ''mon- 
key-peacock.’” He knew the chances of 
success for Caang and Truu, the other 
Montagnard in his cage, were good. They 
had been prisoners for only a few months 
and were still healthy and strong. 

“{'ll think of something to get their atten- 
tion,” Frank said. 

Gaang gathered a handful of dry leaves 
and bark from the pile stored beneath the 
thatched roofed lean-to covering the 
cooking area and placed it under the logs 
Frank had stacked in the fire pit. Frank 
glanced about and located the guard lean- 
ing against one of the cages. He was look- 
ing away from them. Reaching inside his 
shirt, he removed an envelope and quickly 
handed it to Caang, who just as quickly 
tucked it inside the waistband of his trou- 
sers. 

“| want you to try and get that to a friend- 
ly journalist from the West. Do you think 
you or your people can do it?" 

"| do it. FULRO have many contacts; it 
can be done." 

Frank was very well acquainted with 
FULRO—initials for French words mean- 
ing the United Front for the Struggle of the 
Oppressed Races, a Montagnard under- 
ground resistance group fighting its own 
war against the Vielnamese. Caang and 
Truu had been arrested for their activities 
with FULRO. 

“The letter is for your wife?’ Caang 
asked, placing the morning ration of rice 
into the boiling water. 

Frank nodded. ‘There's a list of the oth- 
er Americans here and a rough map of the 
area with our location on it, the one you 
helped me with.'’ He thought of the irony 
of the prison camp's location—only 
twelve miles from the site of the Lang Vei 
Special Forces camp, where he had spent 
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six months during the war. 

“Your people come get you?" Caang 
asked, 

“Once they know we're alive, they'll do 
everything they can to get us out." 

Hell, he didn't know if they'd ever get 
oul of here. He didn't even know why they 
were still here. Why hadn't they been re- 
leased with the others? He had heard on 
Radio Hanoi that the war was over and a 
peace agreement signed. He heard the 
guards’ radio every night. They had fought 
the Chinese, stopped the invasion; they 
were fighting in Cambodia. But there was 
nothing about any negotiations with the 
United States over POWs, Christ! Had 
they been forgotten? Did anyone know 
they were still alive? 

He wondered if the letter he had given to 
Caang would get through, if Betty wasn't 
better off thinking he was dead—if his 
daughters would remember him, How the 
hell could they? Lisa was only seven and 
Karen nine when he last saw them on the 
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“Motherfucker, you confess!” 
Latrine Lips screamed, 
delivering a roundhouse 
punch to the side of Frank’s 
head, knocking him 
sprawling onto the floor. 
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R&R leave in Hawaii just before his last 
mission, and that had been eleven years 
ago. Eleven years! There were times he 
found it hard to believe he had lasted that 
long. 


Caang and Truu sat on the grassy strip 
separating the stream from the jungle, eat- 
ing their noon ration of cold, soggy rice— 
the same rice cooked that morning and 
carried in a food pouch to the work area. 

Frank climbed up the slippery stream 
bank and sat next to them, concentrating 
on unscrewing a leech from his forearm, 

“When do you want to make your 
move?" he asked Caang. 

“Now," Caang replied. 

“Get ready,’ Frank said as he glanced 
in the direction of the guards. All six of 
them were silting twenty or thirty feet 
away, eating and chaltering, occasionally 
looking over at the prisoners along the 
stream bank. “As soon as | have their at- 
tention,”’ he said to Caang, “take off. I'm 
not going to be able to distract them for 
long.” 

“| understand," Caang said. Truu nod- 
ded in agreement. 

Frank stood and walked slowly toward 


the guards, stopping to pick up a sturdy 
four-foot length of bamboo. He continued 
walking along the edge of the jungle until 
he was within ten feet of where they sal; 
then, turning to face the thick tangle of un- 
derbrush and vines, he began yelling and 
beating the ground with the bamboo club, 

“Cobral"" he screamed convincingly 
enough to startle the other prisoners to 
their feet. ‘Cobra! Cobra!’ He pointed 
fiercely at the ground as the guards, at first 
not certain of the reason for the strange 
behavior, remained sitting, then jumped 
up and ran to where he was standing 
when Frank began bellowing the Vietnam- 
ese name for the dreaded, deadly snake, 

“There! There!" he yelled, pointing to a 
spot a few feet into the jungle. 

Three of the guards opened up on the 
spot with AK-47s, emptying their maga- 
zines into the ground. 

When the shooting stopped, the guards 
stood at the very edge of the jungle and 
stared intently into the dense underbrush, 
straining to locate their prey but unwilling 
to set foot in the suspected area. Frank 
poked around with the stick. ‘I think | see 
it," he said. ‘You got it. It's dead." 

Two of the “Saigon Cowboys"' who had 
fired at the nonexistent snake craned their 
necks to get a closer look but still kept 
their distance from the knee-deep tangle 
of vines. They smiled to each other, then 
turned to the other guards, confirming 
their kill. Frank looked at the prisoners 
standing along the stream bank. Caang 
and Truu were nowhere in sight. 


Frank Detimore stood in the center of the 
officers’ hut, watching apprehensively as 
the Vietnamese captain, nicknamed Bad 
Eye by the prisoners, tapped his fingers 
on the edge of the desk. His adjutant, La- 
trine Lips, named for his constant use of 
foul invectives, stood off to the side, his 
face twisted into a sadistic grin. 

“Sit,” Bad Eye commanded, 

Latrine Lips lost no time in shoving Deti- 
more onto the small wooden stool in front 
of the camp commander's desk, The 
short, muscular man stared hard at the 
prisoner before him, his left eye bright and 
wide with anger, his right eye drooped, 
cloudy and unfocused 

“You helped the moi escape. Yes?" 

“No,” Frank replied. 

"Yes," Bad Eye repeated, “You draw 
guards away for them." 

“No, There was a cobra. Your men saw 
it, They killed it.” 

“No cobra. Guards are fools. They see 
nothing. You helped the moi escape, Con- 
fess.” 

Frank shook his head, “'l didn't help 
anybody escape.” 

“Motherfucker, you confess!" Latrine 
Lips screamed, delivering a roundhouse 
punch to the side of Frank's head, knock- 
ing him sprawling onto the floor. 

“Sonofabitch up on stool!" 

As Frank got to his knees, a solid kick to 
his ribs knocked him down again. 

Back on the stool, he stared blankly at 
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Bad Eye, who glared back. Frank knew 
that, confess or nol, he was in for a rough 
night, and he was determined to hold out 
as long as possible, From previous ses- 
sions during the early years of his captiv- 
ity, he had learned that the bealing and 
torture continued until they were satisfied, 
whether you gave them anything or not, If 
he confessed too soon, they would contin- 
ue to beat him for what he had done; if he 
confessed later, they would beat him for 
not confessing sooner. They didn't want a 
confession from him; they wanted to pun- 
ish him and humiliate him before the other 
prisoners, 

Detimore had not been tortured since 
his last escape attempt, when he had 
knocked a guard unconscious, but he well 
remembered the merciless beatings and 
the pain. 

Bad Eye signaled to two guards stand- 
ing at the entrance to the hut. One of them 
was the new man, a smile fixed firmly in 
place. ‘Remove the prisoner's clothes,” 
he told them. 

“Stand, sonofabitch!"’ Latrine Lips 
shouted, grabbing a handful of Frank's 
hair and jerking him to his feet. The two 
guards ripped off the black pajama uni- 
form, shoving Frank back down onto the 
stool. One of the guards handed the camp. 
commander the small notebook and pen- 
cil that had dropped out of the pocket of 
Detimore’s shirt. 

Bad Fye opened the notebook and 
flipped through the pages, filled with de- 
tailed drawings of a lakeside house Deti- 
more hoped to build when he got home. A. 
neatly folded letter wrapped in a piece of 
clear plastic dropped out as he reached 
the middle of the notebook, He un- 
wrapped it and began reading the worn, 
dirty, water-stained three-page letter. 

Itwas the only letter Frank had been giv- 
en in his eleven years of captivity. It was 
from Betty, his wife, and he treasured it. 
He had read it thousands of times in the 
past eight years. It was his strength and 
salvation, his port in the storm. The only 
beauty in his ugly world, He knew it by 
heart. I'd know if you were not alive, my 
darling, and | know God will watch over 
you and bring you home to me soon. 

Frank sat on the edge of the stool, trying 
to contral himself, not wanting to reveal its 
importance to him. You fill my thoughts 
and dreams as you filled my life. 

The commander finished reading the 
precious letter and handed It to Latrine 
Lips, grinning at the shaken man before 
him. Frank tried but could not take his 
eyes off the letter. Dear God, please don't 
let them take it, | love you, Frank. I've al- 
ways loved you and | always will, 

“From fucking wife. At home in bed with 
new man, sucking cock," 

Frank shook with rage. “You slimy 
maggot!" 

Latrine Lips began tearing the letter into 
small pieces. 

Frank exploded. His first punch caught 
the startled man in the mouth; the second 
drove a thumb deep into his eye socket. 
136 PENTHOUSE 


Frank spun around and grabbed the stool, 
throwing it at Bad Eye, striking him in the 
head and opening a large gash across his 
forehead. He dived to the floor, gathering 
the pieces of the letter. The new guard, re- 
gaining his composure, kicked Frank in 
the face while the other one pounded his 
head with his fists, 

“Stop!” Bad Eye commanded. 

The two men broke off their attack and 
backed away from the dazed man at their 
feet, Bad Eye dabbed a cloth at his fore- 
head, then tied it over the wound. "You 
are very foolish, Detimore. Very foolish," 
he said calmly. 

Frank leaned forward on the stool, still 
groggy, and spit a mouthful of bloody sali- 
va into Bad Eye's shocked face. The 
guards allacked with a fury, raining 
punches and kicks on him from all direc- 
tions, 

When Frank regained consciousness, 
he found himself propped in a corner of 
the hut with Bad Eye standing over him, 
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At Bad Eye's command, 
Latrine Lips tightened the 
special torture cuffs 
to the point where 
they cut through skin and 
tissue. The pain was 
immediate and intense. 
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handing him a cup of water. When he had 
finished drinking, the two guards threw 
him forward onto his stomach, One of 
them kept a foot in the middle of his back, 
while the other pulled his hands behind his 
back and clamped handcuffs on him, with 
the tops of his wrists together. 

At Bad Eye's command, Latrine Lips 
tightened the special torture cuffs to the 
point where they cut through skin and tis- 
sue. The pain was immediate and intense. 

One of the guards handed Latrine Lips a 
length of thin, coarse rope, which he be- 
gan wrapping around Detimore's arms 
from his elbows to his shoulders, pulling it 
ever tighter until it pressed against the 
bone. Turning him on his side, the new 
guard pushed on Frank's shoulder while 
Latrine Lips tied his upper arms and el- 
bows together. The pain was excruciating, 
His arms and hands went numb in a few 
moments, but the pain throughout his 
body continued unmercifully. 

The two guards pulled him to his feet 
and sat him on the stool, Frank was 
drenched with perspiration, his mouth dry, 
and his breathing shallow and irregular, 

“Motherfucker! Confess!'' Latrine Lips 
said. 


Frank shook his head slowly. 

“You confess now, sonofabitch.”” 

Frank tried to answer and found that his 
voice was little more than a hoarse whis- 
per. ‘No,’ he managed to say audibly. 

This time Latrine Lips had the two 
guards hold Frank on the stool while he 
pounded his fists into his face. Ten, fifteen, 
twenty times. Detimore felt none of the 
blows. His face was totally insensate. 

The breaking point came a half-hour lat- 
er. The continued beatings following each 
refusal to confess were ineffectual, but the 
pain in his shoulders and chest could no 
longer be controlled by the will. Frank be- 
gan to scream—endless, horrifying, hu- 
man screams. 

"You helped the mo/ escape, yes?" 
Bad Eye shouted. 

Frank nodded his head. 

“Motherfucker, speak!’ Latrine Lips 
shrieked, 

“Yes,” Frank answered weakly. 

Bad Eye instructed his adjutant to loos- 
en the ropes enough to allow Detimore's 
elbows and upper arms to come a few 
inches apart. Frank felt a sudden rush of 
relief, then the pain returned, less intense, 
to surge through his badly bruised body. 

“You will rest for a few moments,"’ Bad 
Eye said, holding a cup of water to Frank's 
split and swollen lips. “Then we will dis- 
cuss your unfortunate behavior,’ 


Frank was vaguely aware of the get-up 
gong and the shouting and shoving as the 
guards grouped the prisoners in front of 
his cage. The man dangling by his arms 
on the end of the rope didn't even remote- 
ly resemble the man they knew. His face 
was swollen beyond recognition and his 
body covered with ugly bruises. He was 
unable to open one of his eyes, puffed 
shut partly from the beatings and partly 
from a night exposed to voracious mos- 
quitoes. His mouth was caked with dried 
blood, and greenish yellow pus oozed 
from beneath the handcuffs on his wrists, 

Bad Eye walked slowly aver to the as- 
sembled prisoners, with his adjutant at his 
heels, He smiled at the grim faces. ‘| will 
not have escapes from my camp.”’ He re- 
leased the end of the rope, dropping Deti- 
more to the ground with a thud, and 
ordered Latrine Lips to release the hand- 
cuffs and remove the ropes, revealing 
deep gashes on Frank's arms where the 
ropes had been. 

“Get in cage,"' the new guard ordered 

Frank tried to get to this feet but found 
his legs too weak and his arms useless. 
He remembered from a past experience 
that it would be a few days before he had 
complete use of them again. He used his 
legs as best he could to push himself 
along the ground toward the cage but col- 
lapsed after a few feel. He tried again and 
again but only became weaker with each 
attempt. 

Bad Eye instructed the guards to move 
him. Grabbing his shoulders, eliciting a 
piercing scream, they dragged him to the 
cage, throwing him inside. Latrine Lips 
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reached in the cage and removed the rice 
mat, blanket, and mosquito netting, ‘Not 
need for few days, motherfucker." 

The new guard clamped on the leg- 
irons before locking the cage. 

Frank lay motionless, staring blankly at 
the roof of the cage. He began shaking un- 
controllably, and, almost imperceptibly, 
tears began to flow from beneath the swol- 
len eyelids. He had to reach deeper than 
ever before to call up the grim determina- 
tion that had kept him alive through eleven 
years of a degrading, inhuman hell. 

The children say good-night to their 
daddy and pray for him every night. Karen 
is holding you to your promise of teaching 
her to fly fish, and Lisa will settle for a ride 
in the canoe. Goodnight, my darling, | love 
you and miss you. 

The rain came in a sudden, drenching 
downpour, beating noisily on the bark and 
leaves covering the roof of the cage. But 
Frank didn’t hear it. He was in Maine, in a 
clearing surrounded by towering ever- 
greens on the shore of Loon Stream, 
where it emptied into the south end of Cau- 
comgomoc Lake. He sat before a flicker- 
ing campfire, his arm around Betty, her 
head on his shoulder while the children's 
happy laughter carried out across the lake 
as they made hand shadows on the side of 
the tent from the light of a Coleman lan- 
tern 


Washington, D.C., The Pentagon. Febru- 
ary 1982. 

Lt. Gen. Maxwell Roberts rose from his 
desk chair and escorted Betty Detimore to 
the door of his office. A deep frown 
creased the brow of the tall, burly man as 
he clasped both of her hands in his. “I'm 
sorry, Mrs. Detimore. | only wish there was 
something | could do."’ The sentiment was 
honest and heartfelt, but the official line he 
had given her had not been. 

“This letter is from my husband, Gener- 
al. It is not a forgery or a prank.” 

The general nodded solemnly and 
opened the door. "'I'll look into it, but | 
must tell you that we've been completely 
unsuccessfully at verifying any of these re- 
ports,”’ 

“This is not a report, General, This is a 
letter from my husband, telling me he is 
alive and where he is, He needs your help. 
You owe him that. This country owes him 
that.” 

“I'll do what | can, Mrs. Detimore,” he 
said, avoiding the pain and desperation in 
her eyes. ‘We'll contact you if there are 
any developments.” 

He closed the door behind her and re- 
turned to his desk, staring hard at the 
young captain seated in an easy chair by 
the window, 

“Goddammit, Jacobs, | hate this. | can 
feel the bile rising in me every time | have 
to lie to these people." He flipped through 
the file on Frank Detimore, then slammed 
the folder shut. 

“Which unit was Detimore with?” 

“CCS,” the general said, rekindling his 
cigar. “Command and Control South, out 
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of Ban Me Thuot. Their area of operations 
was Cambodia . . . direct action and stra- 
tegic recon patrols.”” 

“Any atter-action report on the mission, 
‘on which he was captured?" 

“Still classified top secret. He was offi- 
cially reported MIA after an attack ona for- 
ward operational base in South Vietnam 
... later changed to KIA. He was actually 
ona mission into the Parrot's Beak region 
of Cambodia,” 

“What about the other men listed in the 
letter?" Jacobs asked, "We don’t show 
any of them as POWs or MIAs."’ 

“They're probably listed as KIAs, You'll 
have to run a check with every branch of 
the service." 

“How many does that make, sir? That 
we're certain of?" 

“With these eight. . . at least forty-two. 
Counting the ones in Laos. All alive be- 
yond any reasonable doubt." 

The general handed Jacobs the file fold- 
er and his notes from the meeting. ‘Take 
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Frank lay motionless, 
staring blankly. He had to 
reach deeper to call up 
the grim determination that 
had kept him alive 
through eleven years of a 
degrading human hell. 
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this down to DIA and brief them on what 
we know,” he said. “Mrs. Detimore is a 
determined woman; they'll probably want 
to keep an eye on her. Goddamn, | hate 
this!" 


Betty Detimore stopped briefly al the Con- 
tinental Inn to drop off her luggage, then 
walked the short distance to the Center at 
the bottom of Aspen Mountain. 

Crossing the sun deck, she stepped 
onto the soft snow at the bottom of the 
slope and angled her way through the 
long double row of skiers waiting for the lift 
to take them for their final run of the day. 
She approached a short, deeply tanned 
man standing in front of the ski school 
building and glanced at the name tag on 
his parka. 

“Excuse me, Mr. Johnson. Can you tell 
me where | might find John Callahan?” 

“Jack?" the man said, with an apprais- 
ing look at the handsome, willowy woman 
before him. “‘Sure.'’ He looked at his 
watch; itwas three o'clock. “He should be 
down off the mountain in about half an 
hour.’ 

He narrowed his eyes and squinted in 
the direction of the crowded sun deck. 


“See that big black-and-rust dog in the 
corner near the snack bar?” 

Betty looked where he was pointing, 
recognizing the dog as a rottweiler, 
“Yes.” ‘4 

“That's Boomer, Jack's dog, When 
Jack reaches the top of this slope, 
Boomer will leave the sun deck and come 
over and sit just about where we're stand- 
ing now." 

Betty thanked him, grateful for the infor- 
mation. She wasn't certain she could easi- 
ly recognize Callahan; it had been twelve 
years. She returned to the sun deck and 
found a seat in view of the dog. 

Out of the corner of her eye she saw the 
rottweiler move. He stood alert, furrowing 
the brow of his broad, handsome head, 
his ears pricked up and forward. Betty 
went to the railing and looked up at the 
mountain, There were at least two hun- 
dred skiers on the broad, rolling slope. 
Boomer emitted a high-pitched whine and 
began pounding his front paws in the 
snow. Suddenly, he stood, tucked his 
hindquarters, and lunged forward, charg- 
ing up the slope. 

Boomer leaped high, and Jack caught 
the 130-pound animal in midair, cradling 
him in his arms as he skied to the bottom 
of the slope. Back on the ground, the dog 
began a series of exuberant leaps and 
twirls. Betty approached and stood quietly 
watching for a few moments. The tanned, 
ruggedly handsome face of the tall, broad- 
shouldered man had matured but had 
changed little since she had last seen him. 

“Hello, Jack.”” 

Callahan glanced up, then slowly stood 
and raised his sunglasses, perching them 
on top of his head. He stared blankly for a 
long moment; then his eyes brightened 
with a smile. Betty. How are you?" He 
stepped forward and embraced her, then 
held her al arm's length. 

His thoughts were filled with a rush of 
memories, of the time he had spent with 
her and Frank. In 1968 at Fort Bragg, be- 
fore they went to Vietnam. It was his first 
tour and Frank's third. And he remem- 
bered vividly his visit to New Orleans when. 
he returned from Vietnam, the lost and 
helpless look about her, and the tears as 
he told her the details of the mission they 
had been on and how Frank had saved his. 
life and the lives of others on the mission. It 
had been difficult for him to face her. And 
even now, as it was all brought back to 
him, he still felt a twinge of guilt that he had 
not been able to help Frank. 

“God, it's been . . . twelve years,"' Jack 
said 

Betty nodded. “The last | heard, you 
were in Rhodesia. When | called the Spe- 
cial Forces Association in Fayetteville, 
they told me you were here, teaching ski- 
ing.” 

“Seven years now. How are the chil- 
dren?’ 

Betty smiled. ‘The children? Lisa is a 
freshman at L.S.U., and Karen is in her ju- 
nior year at Tulane. And you, Jack? Still a 
bachelor?" 
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"Yeah. | think |'m beyond hope. 
Boomer’s the only one who can stand to 
live with me. Did you just get in?" 

“About an hour ago.” 

“| didn’t know you were a skier."’ 

“| used to be, but that's not why I’m 
here. Something very important has come 
up, and | need desperately to talk to you. | 
hope | haven't caught you at a bad time."’ 

“No. Absolutely not, I'm finished for the 
day. Come on, we'll have a drink.” 

Betty waited until their drinks were 
served and the waitress had left, then 
reached over and squeezed Jack’s hand. 

“Frank is alive."’ 

Callahan's first reaction was one of 
complete surprise. But then, remember- 
ing that they had been through this before, 
he looked at her wilh an expression of 
sadness and patience 

“Betty, it's been twelve—" 

“No, Jack, He really is alive!’’ She took 
an envelope from her purse and handed it 
to him. 

He removed the heavily creased and 
stained pages from the envelope and be- 
gan reading, his face expressionless until 
he saw the map that was enclosed with the 
letter. He reread the letter and studied the 
small, crudely drawn map. One landmark 
in particular held his attention. 

“Jesus, Betty! | know this area. It's no 
more than ten or eleven miles from our old 
camp. We ran patrols and ambushes all 
through here.” He held Betty's gaze for a 
long moment, stunned by what he had just 
read. “How long have you had this? 
Where did you get it?” 

“Last week. A Canadian journalist 
came to see me in New Orleans. He had 
been in Vietnam with a group of journalists 
to whom the Vietnamese were giving a 
tour of war-ravaged areas, building their 
case for war reparations claims. One night 
in Hué, on the way back to his hotel, he 
was approached by a man, who put this 
envelope in his hand, asked him to deliver 
it, and disappeared down an alley. That 
was seven months ago. The journalist just 
got back last week and brought it to me. 
Unopened. He refused any payment for 
what he had done and only asked that if 
there was a story in it for him, | give him an 
exclusive.” Betty squeezed his hand 
again and shook it. ‘Frank was alive and 
well seven months ago, Jack!” 

“Have you told the army?" 

Betty nodded and lowered her eyes. 

“What action are they taking?" 

“None. The official position is that there 
are no more American POWs being held in 
Vietnam.” 

“Who did you talk to?" 

“Everyone who would listen. Including 
a three-star general at the Pentagon. He 
suggested the letter was merely a cruel 
hoax. He refused to give il any credibilily,"" 

A sobering thought crossed Jack's 
mind, “Are you certain it's from Frank?" 

“Absolutely certain,’ She pointed to a 
sentence near the bottom of the second 


page. 
Jack read it. ‘Say hello to Tiny'? 


Who's Tiny?” 

Betty blushed and smiled, “it's Frank's 
way of authenticating the letter. | have one 
breast that is smaller than the other. He 
used to tease me about it—affectionately. 
He named it ‘Tiny.’ 

“What did the general say when you 
told him that?” 

“He said Frank could have told any 
number of people about it. Jack, | know 
Frank, | know him better than anyone 
does. He put that in the letter to assure me 
that he had written it, Believe me!” 

“He lists seven other POWs who are in 
that camp with him, Have you contacted 
any of their families?” 

“The Defense Department wouldn't 
give me any information on them. They 
said they didn't want me raising false 
hopes in people who had suffered 
enough. Frank only gives their names, | 
don't have any idea where they are from. | 
contacted the civilian POW-MIA organiza- 
tions, but the names weren't on any of 
their lists. They may be listed as ‘killed in 
action.” | haven't had time to check fur- 
ther.” 

“What's Frank's official status with the 
Defense Department now?” 

“He was carried as MIA until 1978, then 
declared ‘presumed dead.’ They awarded 
him the Congressional Medal of Honor— 
posthumously.” 

“| didn't know that. He deserved it.” 
Jack leaned back in his chair and tossed 
down what remained of his bourbon. Poli- 
tics, he thought. The rotten sons of bitches 
were still playing politics with men’s lives. 
He understood the mechanics of the situa- 
tion. There were enough firsthand sight- 
ings from refugees and others to verify the 
fact of Americans still being held by the 
Vietnamese. But the price was too high. 
No one wanted to back up Nixon’s war- 
reparations guarantee. 

He stared thoughtfully at Betty and 
slowly shook his head. ‘What's your next 
step?” 

“That's what brought me here. My fa- 
ther is a wealthy man, Jack. I'm his only 
child, and he loves me dearly. He has suf- 
fered through this with me, and he wants 
Frank home. He believes there is only one 
thing we can do: hire professional sol. 
diers, mercenaries, to go in and get 
Frank.” 

She studied Jack's face for his reaction, 
There was none. ‘‘He's prepared to pro- 
vide the funds necessary to organize and 
equip a rescue team, and to pay each man 
fifty thousand dollars.” 

Jack nodded and sat quietly. 

“I came here for your help and advice, | 
thought you might be able to put us in 
touch with the right people.”” 

“There are a lot of people who will take 
your mony but not many who can do the 
job." 

"Gan you give me a name? Someone 
you would recommend?” 

Jack signaled the waitress for two more 
drinks. “The problem is, there are too 
many reckless and incompetent clowns 
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with one year af combat in 'Nam trying to 
pass themselves off as professionals. The 
top-notch mercenaries are seldom look- 
ing for work, They go from one war to an- 
other; they're usually in demand.” 

Betty sat twisting her wedding ring, her 
hopes slowly diminishing. She fought 
back the tears that began to well in her 
eyes. ‘'Jack,"' she said softly, just above a 
whisper, “if you would look into it for me, 
I'd really appreciate it. | just don't know 
where to go from here."’ 

He reached out to Betty and lightly 
brushed a single tear from her cheek, 
“You leave this to me, I'll see what | can 
do." 

She asked, hesitantly, "Do you think it's 
possible .. , to get Frank out?" 

“Yes. With the right men, proper plan- 
ning, and a little luck." He picked up the 
papers from the table. ''I'll need these. |'ll 
take some notes from the letter and return 
it, I'll need to keep the map."' He glanced 
at his watch. "It's almost six o'clock. Why 
don't! drop you off at the lodge, and I'll go 
home and shower and change. We'll have 
dinner tonight. Talk over old times.” 


Boomer lay stretched across the king-size 
bed in Callahan's bedrom, his head and 
front paws hanging over the edge, watch- 
ing with interest as Jack rummaged 
through the large storage closet on the far 
wall. Callahan removed a heavy, padded- 
leather training sleeve, a quick release 
leash, and a thick leather collar from the 
top of the footlocker at the rear of the clos- 
et. He pulled the footlocker out into the 
room and sat on the floor in front of it. He 
paused momentarily, recalling the combi- 
nation of the lock, then opened the 
scarred and battered trunk. A memory- 
jolting musty odor greeted him as he 
raised the lid. 

He pushed aside a layer of T-shirts and 
underwear and found what he was laoking 
for at the bottom of the trunk: his old patrol 
maps. Taking them to the coffee table in 
the living room, he removed them from the 
plastic folders and spread them across 
the table. He got Frank's map from his 
coat pocket and placed it beside them, 
Putting another log on the fire, he satdown 
to study them, Boomer hopped onto the 
sofa and curled into a ball at his side. 

He carefully checked the sketchy land- 
marks and terrain features on Frank's 
map against those on his patrol map. The 
river and the village were exactly where 
Frank had indicated. He searched his 
memory for the location of an area that 
was the hinge to what had been dominat- 
ing his thoughts all through dinner. 

Yes. It was here. In this immediate area. 
He was certain of it—as certain as he 
could be after fourteen years, he remind- 
ed himself. If he could verify that what he 
remembered was where he remembered 
it to be, get some recent intelligence, the 
rudimentary plan that was beginning to 
crystallize in his mind would not only be 
conceivable, it would be a textbook infil- 
tration, a classic Special Forces mission; 
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what they had been trained for; what they 
did best—hit and run, hard and fast, 

He turned to the cluster of framed cita- 
tions and medals and photographs on the 
wall beside the fireplace. A group of men 
he had fought beside in the Selous Scouts 
‘smiled out at him—all dead now. His old 
A-Team stood in front of the team house. 
Eleven of the best men he had ever served 
with, Six of them killed in action, And there 
was Frank: burly, steady, resourceful 
Frank. Special Forces Officer School had 
taught Jack quite a lot, but it had only 
scratched the surface compared to what 
he had learned from Frank Detimore, 
Frank had had all the right instincts and a 
wealth of knowledge on guerrilla warfare 
plus years of combat experience. 

Callahan studied the faces of the other 
living members of the team, Joe Galimore: 
a first-rate communications man and one 
tough trooper in combat. Rick Donatelli: 
an expert in light weapons and a master of 
hand-to-hand combat. Phil Houser; a 
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My father is a wealthy 
man.... He has suffered 
through this with me, and he 
wants Frank home. He believes 
there is only one thing we can 
do: hire professional soldiers 
to go in and get Frank. 
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medic's medic, brilliant, dedicated, and 
an expert knife fighter. And Stan Ba- 
dowski—good old Smashy: the finest de- 
molitions man he had ever seen or heard 
of, All senior sergeants in Vietnam. All 
hardened combat veterans—the best. 
They all had the training and experience 
necessary for what he had in mind. They 
could do it. Five highly trained men with 
the proper weapons and planning, with 
the element of surprise and quick, violent 
action, could decimate a company and 
disappear before they knew what hit them. 
Hell, they had done it before. 

It had been twelve years since he had 
Seen any of the men, but he was sure he 
could trace them through the Special 
Forces Association. He had no idea what 
paths they had chosen when they left the 
Forces, but he knew these men; he knew 
their sense of honor and loyalty, If it hadn't 
been for Frank, none of them would be 
alive—that would be their motivation. The 
fifty thousand dollars would make it possi- 
ble for them to take a leave of absence 
from whatever they were doing. 

He would need a week to make the nec- 
essary contacts, Three weeks of condi- 
tioning in Aspen. Two or three months 


would be better, but seven months had al- 
ready passed since Frank wrote the letter. 
They could do it ina month. 

His experiences in Vietnam had cast a 
shadow over the rest of his life. They had 
taught him a great deal about himself, his 
strengths and his weaknesses. Probably 
more than he needed to know, more than 
most men ever knew about themselves, 
He had done his job well, and so had the 
men he had fought with, but their contribu- 
tion was never acknowledged by those in 
power. It had been a mistake, they finally 
said, and they rushed to get out; they ran 
for their political lives, Cheerleaders in the 
beginning, they hadn't the stomach or re- 
solve to finish the fight. Point a finger, Fix 
the blame. Cut and run. And it ended in 
disgrace and dishonor. And now they 
didn't want to discuss it, and they didn't 
want to pick up the pieces, and they didn't 
give a damn about the Frank Detimores. 

Jack filled his glass again. He was be- 
ginning to feel the effects of the warm, 
soothing liquid. How many had he had? 
Four? He usually limited himself to one a 
day, before turning in. And how many at 
dinner? Two . .. three? We can do it. We 
can pull it off; still have our stuff. Damn 
right, 


Jack drove uptown to the Garden District, 
the exclusive residential area where Betty 
Detimore lived with her parents, and found 
the Crawford residence with little difficulty. 
Betty Detimore greeted him at the door be- 
fore he had time to ring. An anxious look 
disturbed her quiet beauty. 

Jack smiled and nodded. “it looks like 
it's on." 

Betty embraced him and held him tight- 
ly, “Daddy has been waiting all day to 
meet you. He's in the library."’ 

“Little Bit," Harley Crawford called out. 
“Who was at the door?” 

“Daddy, this is Jack Callahan," she 
said as they entered the library. 

Harley crossed the room and vigorously 
shook Jack's hand. “It's a pleasure to 
meet you, son. Little Bit, go get Mommy. | 
want her to meet this young man,” 

Amanda Crawford entered the room 
and stood next to her husband. 

“Mommy, this is Jack Callahan, Frank's 
commanding officer, and friend." 

“How nice to meet you, Mr. Callahan. 
Betty has told us quite a lot about you.” 

Callahan smiled and gently shook Mrs. 
Crawford's hand. 

“We'll join you later for drinks,"’ Harley 
said. ‘Right now we have some business 
to discuss. So you two just scoot on out of 
here."’ Placing his arms around Betty and 
his wife, he escorted them to the hallway, 
closing the large, raised-panel doors. 

“What's your pleasure, Jack?" he 
asked, going to the built-in bar in a corner 
near the doors thal opened onto the ter- 
race. 

“Bourbon, sir.’ 

Harley's rough-hewn face showed 
grave concern as he handed Jack his 
drink. ‘Tell me, what are the chances of 


“It's not your karma, it’s your cunt I'm interested in."’ 
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getting Frank out the bottom line?" 

“Good. It's our kind of mission, Mr. 
Crawford.” 

‘Harley. Call me Harley." 

‘Harley. The surviving members of the 
team have all agreed to go, and we have 
in-depth experience in this kind of oper- 
ation.” 

Harley shook his head in disgust. A 
man who won the Congressional Medal of 
Honor, and they won't lift a finger to help 
him. Just write him off.” 

“it's not the military, If they had their 
way, they'd go in after them tomorrow. It's 
the politicians.” 

“Let's hope it's not too late," Harley 
said. ‘Tell me about the mission. How 
many men are you taking in?" 

“There will be five of us," Jack said, 
handing him the list he had compiled of the 
men's names and addresses, 

Harley showed no reaction to the two 
hundred thousand dollars required for the 
mission's logistics, He went to his desk 
and brought Jack a checkbook. 

“This account is set up for you to draw 
on for expenses during the training period 
five hundred dollars a week for each man, 
transportation to and from your destina- 
tion, whatever you need. Tomorrow |'ll 
have fifty thousand dollars deposited in 
separate accounts for each man. You can 
hire more men if you like."” 

“No. | prefer to go in lean, with men | 
have confidence in.” 


“It's your show." 

“Tl call you when we're ready to leave. 
It should be about three weeks.” 

Jack accepted the offer of another drink 
and, af the urging of Harley, related the 
details of his plan for the mission. 

“Damn, if | were twenty years younger, 
Jack, I'd be right in there with you." Harley 
looked al his watch and emptied his glass. 
“Time to join the ladies for dinner."” He 
placed his hand on Callahan's shoulder as 
they walked down the hallway to the din- 
ing room. 

“Bring him back to us, Jack." 

“I'll do my best.'" 

“| know you will, son." 


That night, after Callahan had left, Betty 
Detimore sat alone in her bedroom. She 
brought out the photograph albums filled 
with snapshots of her and Frank and the 
children. She thought about the first years 
of their marriage al Fort Bragg. The diffi- 
culty she had had in adjusting to the life- 
style, How she had almost destroyed their 
marriage by urging him to leave the army 
and accept her father's offer, before real- 
izing how much Special Forces meant to 
him and how proud he was to be a part of 
them, 

A happy face, beaming with pride, 
smiled at her from a photograph of Frank, 
his chin covered with a black stubble, clad 
in filthy fatigues as he held his newborn 
daughter, having rushed to the hospital 


trom tield maneuvers. 

Tears came to her eyes when she came 
to the large portrait-photograph that Frank 
had given her for her last birthday before 
he was captured. He was wearing his 
dress uniform and his beret; the children 
sat on his knees. The tears streamed 
down her face as she read the inscription: 
What more could a man ask for—you and 
two beautiful daughters. | love you, honey. 

Betty closed the album and dried her 
tears. She thought about calling Lisa and 
Karen but held to her resolution, despite 
her father's opposition, of waiting until the 
mission was under way before telling 
them that their father might be coming 
home, Betty had decided that the pain and 
anguish of knowing where he was, and his 
circumstances, would hurt her daughters 
too deeply if nothing was being done to 
bring him home. 

She glanced in the full-length mirror as 
she changed into her nightgown, appalled 
at how thin she was, having lost ten 
pounds she could ill afford to spare. She 
had been tense and nervous and afraid: 
afraid that the mission would fail; afraid 
that if successful, the man who returned to 
her would not be the man she loved. Non- 
sense! she told herself. Not Frank. He was 
strong. They could never destroy him 

She turned the framed photograph of 
him on the nightstand toward her as she 
got into bed and stared at it until she fell 
asleep. 


“ONLY GOD, THE MOTHERS, THE WIVES WHO REMAINED TRUE, 
AND THE SPECIAL FORCES WANT THE PRISONERS BACK.” 
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Pholographs courtesy of 8 Gritz 


Gritz with some of his Cambodian mercenaries in Vietnam, 1968 and (right) demonstrating karate te 


chnique to students in Playa Del Rey, California 


ast May several U.S.-backed commando teams launched a 

foray into southern Laos, where, intelligence reports had indi- 
cated, there were still American servicemen being held against 
their will, The commandas—Asian mercenaries trained, armed, 
and paid by the CIA—'‘found absolutely no credible evidence of 
the existence of any MIAs [soldiers missing in action]," a Penta- 
gon spokesman said. 

Two months earlier, in March, former Green Beret Lt. Col. 
James ("'Bo"’) Gritz, a much-decorated Vietnam War hero and an 
American original, was leading a team of twenty-five other ex- 
Special Forces soldiers in combat maneuvers in the steamy, 
mosquito-infested woods of central Florida. Gritz was preparing 
to lead his own mission to rescue American MIAs in the same 
area of Laos 

Today, his mission scrapped because of official pressure and 
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a lack of money, the forty-two-year-old Gritz paces about his 
modest ranch-style tract home in Los Angeles, honing his muscu- 
lar frame with a weight-lifting and running regimen but uncertain 
what he is in training for 

Gritz was well suited for the mission he had hoped to lead. A 
native of Oklahoma, he is the son of a B-17 pilot killed in World 
War II, and he now has two sons of his own, who are in the Spe- 
cial Forces. He is a twenty-two-year army veteran, with eighteen 
of those years spent in the Green Berets, America's fighling elite, 
Gritz spent four years in Vietnam during the mid-sixties, during 
which period he undertook more than 100 missions behind ene- 
my lines 

Gritz served as commander of the Special Forces detachment 
in Panama before assuming a post as chief of congressional rela- 


tions for the Pentagon's Defense Security Assistance Agency. 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 152 
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From six menswear designers, 
here's exemplary advice on how to put Spring in your step. 
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TO EACH HIS OWN 


FASHION BY ED EMMERLING / PHOTOGRAPHS BY HANK LONDONER 


Atlong last—spring. Time to plunge into closets and dig out that wonderful light clothing retired all through the cold, dark winter. With a 
little stash of cash, this is also the chance to invest in some new clothes and a new look. To provide a few clues on this year's spring 
fashion, Penthouse asked six top designers to wear one favorite outfit from their own collections. Have a look at the following pages and 
take their cue. Be daring. You'll find bold plaids and colorful stripes woven into the most luxurious fabrics like silk as well as richly 
textured blends of linen, cotton, and wool. The more adventurous designers have created these new sporty fabrics in suits as well as 
Jackets, Classic is nice, but change adds spice. After all, aren't we all a bit tired of that same dull conservative pinstripe? Start small, if 
you like, with a subtle rainbow stripe in traditional fabric. Try a colorful silk tie or a creamy mustard blazer. Think about bright tropical 

astels. Or a scarlet handkerchief. Or a plaid blue shirt. Whatever\you do, don't let the warm breezes of spring leave you home in the 

cold, Now's the chance to get out and inject some fun and flair in your wardrobe. 


NINO CERRUTI oni corn, an imoassionea ALAN FLUSSER ‘wre: you invest ina 


sollactor of surrealist art, would dare to serenade penguins—and only custom-made garment, you can't afford to have it become obsolele 


Cerruti weaves elegant design dreams into tunctional reality overnight." Flusser, whose entire wardrobe of shirts, suits, and 
with such a sharp, distinctive eye. A native Italian transplanted to Paris, — shoes comes custom-made from Europe, brings that same scrupulous 
Cerruti employs his talents for industrial design to create bold, care to the designs he creates for others (plus quality fabrics 

an looks that never compromise practicality. “For a man to be in traditional but distinctive cuts). Author of the hot fashion best-seller, 
elegant, he must dress simply, There is nothing less elegant than tobe — Making the Man—The Insider's Guide to Buying and Wearing 
too elegant. The right look is a well-proportioned relaxed Men's Clothes, Flusser’s exclusive collection is featured in virtually all 
jacket," says Gerruti, whose family has produced stunning fabrics for top specialty and department s. Here, observed by his 
three generations. Here, romancing his tuxedoed pals, Nino tireless tailor, Alan wears a check ilk blazer and wool 


dressed simply in a soft blue polyester and wool ‘linen look" isers with a cotton gingham shirt, cotton 
muted-plaid three-piece suit. It's available at Macy's, San Franci id white tasseled loafers. At Niernan Marcus, all store 
Baskin's, Chicago; and Bloomingdale's, New York. New York; Jerry Magnin, Beverly Hills. 


Macy's, 
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snappy menswear collections of 
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s are ag futuristic as her dreams 


minimal shapes. Her desic 
I'd like to wake up in fifty years and live in a space colony; we move 
too slowly on earth." The young man leaping into the atmosphere is 


wearing a rainbow-colored silk, cotton, and wool jacket with banana 
double-pleated pants, accessorized by a blue cotton shirt and a lusc 
sweater, Fabric and design by Jhane Barn 


rk; |. May 2n's Loft, Philadelphia. 
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jer that in 
1980 Julian added the rarely bestowed Coly Hall of Fame Award to 
2 host of other prizes. A regular name on the international 
Best Dressed List, Julian opened his own top specialty shop at age 
twenty-one and soon after founded his award-winning menswear 
company, With his stress on sophisticated detail and coloration, 
artfully blends dazzle with discretion. “People who have a sen: 
of their own individuality want their clothes to retlect that sense withir 
the bounds and propriety; they want to dress with some 
distinction," Here Alexander wears a pure green plaid silk 
sport jacket and checked plaid trousers, with a cotton windowpane shirt, 
bright silk tie, and linen madras handkerchief. At Wilkes-Ba 

nver; Bixby and Kruthers, Chicago. 
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They want comfort, quality, and value." So says the creator of one of 
America’s hottest leisure-wear collections: Equipment 
Grethel. President of the Manhattan Shirt Company, this busy designer 
launched another first last fail: the Henry Grethel Collection for 
/.E A. Industries. Grethel finds spring the perfect season to dre 
casual but crisp spirit. "And above all, ‘be relaxed. 
Here, stepping out for a night of Broadway drama, Henry wears a dark 
brown poplin jacket with beige poplin trousers, accessorized by 
plaid shirt and yellow crew-neck cableknit sweater, Available at Saks 
Fifth Avenue, New York; Nieman Marcus, Dallas; and Marshall 


Field, Chicago. 
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which oversees and administers U.S. military-assistance pro- 
grams abroad. It was while working at this job, in February of 
1979, that Gritz was approached by a Pentagon superior and 
asked if he would consider retiring early to undertake a sensitive 
assignment as a private citizen: to determine if there were still any 
Americans being held in Indochina against their will and, if there 
were, to mount a private attempt to rescue them. 

Gritz spent the next thirty months preparing for a POW rescue 
by weaving a subtle link between the Pentagon, private industry, 
and the shadowy world of Southeast Asian covert operatives. He 
says that his rescue plan, partly funded by Dallas multimillionaire 
H. Ross Perol, was a private one but took on semiofticia! status 
because he was given access to top-secret intelligence data 
generated by U.S. agents, satellites, and reconnaissance 
planes. This information was made available to him by several 
high Pentagon officials disillusioned with what they viewed as the 
Carter administration's inattention to the POW-MIA issue 

While in Florida last March, Gritz says, he was asked to “stand 
down” in deference to a scheduled April attempt by the Reagan 
administration to rescue U.S. prisoners in Laos using American 
troops. Gritz says he was assured by his Pentagon sponsors as 
Jate as the last week in April that the official rescue attempt was 
going forward, but it never did. 


Though he cannot explain why the government rescue was 
never launched—and the Pentagon will not comment—Gritz 
says his own network of Laos intelligence agents later informed 
him that the ClA-backed mercenaries never reached their intend- 
ed destination. He charges that the Pentagon leaked a story to 
the Washington Post saying that a reconnaissance foray had 
turned up no evidence of any Americans in order to justify the 
government's own failure to act. 

Perhaps more important, last June 25, Lt. Gen. Eugene F, 
Tighe. Jr., then director of the Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA), 
told a congressional subcommittee that he believed the weight of 
U.S. intelligence today proved that there were still American 
POW-MIA's being held against their will in Indochina. Tighe said 
there were 2,497 Americans still unaccounted for in Southeast 
Asia. He said that since the fall of Saigon in 1975, the DIA had 
collected from refugees 327 reports of firsthand sightings of U.S, 
prisoners. Of these, he said, 208 were the subject of current in 
vestigation and confirmation efforts, while the rest were Ameri- 
cans who have already returned or are known to be dead 

Tighe's statement that he believed there were still American 
prisoners being held marked the first time since 1973—when the 
country was told that ‘the last POWs" had been repatriated from 
Vietnam—that any official in any administration has deviated 
from the position that there is "no substantial evidence” that any 
American servicemen are still being held against their will 

Boston Globe reporter Ben Bradlee, Jr., conducted this exclu- 
sive interview for Penthouse, 


Penthouse: What makes you convinced 
that there are still MIAs alive in Indochina? 
Gritz: | have a lot of reasons. One, it’s like 
bears shitting in the woods. We don’t see 
them, but they leave tracks. There have 
been hundreds of live sightings since the 
fall of Saigon. | have polygraphed Asians 
who have seen Americans. I've seen clas- 
sified Defense Intelligence Agency reports 
of other polygraphed interviews. I’ve seen 
sketches and maps pinpointing locations 
of POW camps that are very conclusive. 
More than 700 servicemen went down in 
Laos, and not one of them has been heard 
from since. Some of them have got to be 
alive. 

Then there's the recent statement by 
General Tighe. Of all the people in the ex- 
ecutive branch in a position to know 
something definitive about this issue, 
Tighe Is the man. His statement that in his 
professional opinion there are still Ameri- 
cans alive over there is tantamount to put- 


tion that they should not die alone. And, 
most important, we have a humanitarian 
and moral obligation to recover the MIAs. 
Penthouse: And presumably the other 
ex-Special Forces soldiers that you called 
to Florida last March feel the same way? 
Gritz: Every one of them. When | called 
those guys and told them we had identi- 
fied a target in Laos, each one of them 
dropped everything he was doing and 
came to the training camp the next day. 
Many of them had jobs and families—all 
good reasons for not wanting to become 
involved. But they felt a higher calling 
Penthouse: What is the higher calling? 
Gritz: The lives of our comrades. Many of 
those who served in Vietnam still feel lost. 
We have hollow places in our hearts. You 
see, when Nixon said that we got out with 
honor, that was bullshit. Anyone who 
fought over there knows you either win or 
you lose. There is no withdrawal with hon- 
or. A warrior comes home on his shield or 


ting it in bright lights on Broadway. 
Penthouse: What reason would the Viet- 
namese have for continuing to hold MIAs? 
Gritz: The MIAs are important to Hanoi 
economically. Vietnam has a history of 
holding back prisoners of war to be used 
as political bargaining chips. The U.S. has 
never followed through with the repara- 
tions agreement negotiated by Nixon. | 
think the Vietnamese could decide to call 
in that marker in exchange for some or all 
of the POWs, We're talking about a very 
significant amount of money for war repa- 
rations. Second, the Vietnamese could 
raise the POW issue on their own if they 
feel sufficiently threatened by the possibili- 
ty of the U.S. sending arms to China. 
Third, Vietnam would still like to elicit a hu- 
miliating admission from us that we were 
guilty of war crimes. 

Penthouse: To what extent does your own 
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Gritz with daughter Melody and son 
Micheil in Panama, 1977. 


experience in Vietnam motivate you in the 
search tor MIA's? 

Gritz: Once when | was_on patrol in Viet- 
nam, | had a man who took his own life. He 
was wounded, and he took his own life to 
save the rest of us. It was standard operat- 
ing procedure within our Special Forces 
group that the mission was more impor- 
tant than the man and that if any of us be- 
came wounded or disabled, he would slay 
behind so the rest of us could escape. Of 
course, we stood with him, but when we 
weren't looking, he put his M-16 up to his 
head and blew his brains out, The pointis, 
the worst thing that can happen to a sol- 
dier in combat is to die alone in the hands 
of his enemy. The POWs and MIAs have 
kept the faith, and | feel a personal obliga- 


carrying it. We did neither. We basically 
bugged out of Vietnam, and we did it with- 
out resolving the case of our people 
There are still 2.497 MIAs over there, so 
how the hell can we say we got out with 
honor? It's such a hollow statement, For 
anyone that gave his blood in Vietnam, 
there is a tie that keeps you there until 
there is a genuine closure. We'll have got- 
ten out with honor when we can account 
for all of our MIAs and POWs. 
Penthouse: Doesn't a private operation to 
rescue American prisoners in Indochina 
smack of vigilantism? Isn't this a job that 
should be left to the government? 

Gritz: I'm not a vigilante, and | feel strongly 
that no one should act outside the law or 
go against the wishes of our government 
in dealing with this problem. But in 1979 | 
was approached by high-ranking officers: 
from our own Pentagon who were totally 


frustrated by our government's inability or 
unwillingness to deal with the situation. | 
was asked to head up what amounted to 
an official unofficial rescue attempt. It was 
off the record. | was putin touch with likely 
sponsors from private industry. | made 
two trips to Southeast Asia and confirmed 
in my own mind that we do still have pris- 
oners over there. | was given full access to 
intelligence data generated by the DIA. Fi- 
nally, in December of 1980, SR71 Black- 
bird reconnaissance flights came up with 
final confirmation that up to thirty Cauca. 
sians were being held at a camp in Laos. 
In February of last year, | assembled my 
team in Florida. It was a private operation 
with tacit official approval from Pentagon 
patriots who had given up on Carter 
Penthouse: After all that preparation, why 
did you scrap your mission? 

Gritz: When push came to shove, we 
couldn't raise the $500,000 needed to 
adequately finance the rescue. But the 
real and most important reason was that | 


was contacted, through an intermediary, | 


and asked to stand down in favor of an of- 
ficial rescue attempt. | was told in early 
March that American troops were to be 
going after the same target in late April. | 
was told that the intelligence package had 
been completed and sent down to JSOC 
[the Joint Special Operations Center] at 
Fort Bragg for implementation 
Penthouse: Did anyone other than your 
Pentagon sponsors ever learn of the exis- 
tence of your private operation? 

Gritz: On March 30, the day Reagan was 
shot, | sent a memorandum to the presi- 
dent. | wrote the memo because | knew 
there was no way top officials of the goy- 
ernment could be made aware of the pri- 
vate operation unless | told them about it. 
There was no way people who had fed me 
intelligence could inform their bosses 
about a totally unauthorized operation.’ | 
had doubts about an official rescue ever 
getting off the ground. So | urged that our 
operation, codenamed ‘'Velvet Hammer," 
be allowed to parallel the official effort so 
that if it failed, we could step in. | arqued 
for my plan because it could achieve a so. 
lution to the POW-MIA issue with tacit ap: 
proval from the’ government and with the 
added incentive of providing deniability 
Penthouse: Do you know if Reagan ever 
saw the memo? 

Gritz: I'm not sure, but | know that Secre- 
tary of State Haig, Secretary of Defense 
Weinberger, and Richard Allen, the na- 
tional security adviser, all saw it. | heard 
that Allen was furious when he learned 
that someone in the private sector had 
been given access to official intelligence. 
Penthouse: Can you elaborate on the con- 
cept of deniability? 

Gritz: A rescue operation must free some 
U.S. POWs while allowing the Pathet Lao 
and Vietnamese to save face diplomati- 
cally. The Communists have so far refused 
to acknowledge holding any Americans. 
To bludgeon them over the head with a hu- 
miliating defeat would make the Asians 
more antagonistic, and our only recourse 
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would be to use far more force, an improb- 
able alternative. Furthermore, any forced 
release using military or paramilitary 
forces must be limited in scope to be politi- 
cally viable. It cannol appear to be a full- 
fledged military invasion, which then 
presents opportunities for 
aggression from third parties—.e,, 
Soviet Union. The liberation must not an- 
ger the captors so much that the remain- 
ing POWs are endangered, The use of 
federal troops to cross borders to extract 
Americans could legally constitute an act 
of war, leaving the enemy no opportunity 
to save face. If a military rescue failed, the 
United States would be open to worldwide 
ridicule, and it would reduce our interna- 
tional political advantages across the 
board, 

A. privat ctor operation with tacit 
U.S. government approval can accom- 
plish the objective. The U.S. government 
can honestly deny any direct involvement 
but use the initiative to begin an official 
dialogue with the Vietnamese for a final 
resolution. The enemy will save face be- 
cause they can't point a finger directly at 
the government. 

Penthouse: Have you ruled out ongoing 
political negotiations as a method for win- 
ning the release of the POW-MIAs? 
Gritz: It's been eight years since the last 
POWs came home, and nothing has hap- 
pened since then, Previous administra- 
tions had us assume that those who did 
not return were dead, but now we know 
that is not the case. 

Just negotiating won't work now. 


Something has to break the logjam, The 
equation leading to a solution must in- 
clude presentation of liberated Ameri- 
cans, combined with irrefutable photogra- 
phic evidence of the camp— 
denominators in a subtle plan designed to 
let the Communists save face, Otherwise, 
with overt force, the lives of the remaining 
POWs will be jeopardized. Evidence of the 
freed prisoners should be secretly pre- 
sented to the Vietnamese and the Lao- 
tians, and that's when .the intense 
negotiations could bear fruit, Inevitably, 
the United States may have to: be pre- 
pared to make concessions in the form of 
token admission to alleged war crimes in 
Laos and Cambodia, Economic assis- 
tance or reparations would be a factor in 
the negotiations as well. 

Penthouse: How can you be sure thal 
many of the MIAs have not defected or 
may otherwise not want to be rescued? 
Gritz: | can't be totally sure, but if the pos- 
sibility exists that even one POW wants to 
be rescued, we have to go after him. | in- 
terviewed a Vietnamese recently—| can’t 
disclose his name because he's currently 
an agent-operative inside the Communist 
government. He told me there are three 
groups of Americans still alive in Vietnam 
and Laos. One group is a potpourri made 
up of deserters and do-gooders. He said 
there was a second group of about 100 
Americans who had intermarried and lived 
in a colony. The third group of Americans 
are the prisoners of war. 

Penthouse: Of the missing 2,497, you 
would concede that the great majority of 


“| can't come unless you pretend to be unconscious!" 
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those are probably dead, wouldn't you? 
Gritz: That's true, 

Penthouse: How many would you expect 
are alive and being Held against their will? 
Gritz: Between 100 and 200. 
Penthouse: Are you convinced that the 
Reagan White House was actually plan- 
ning a POW rescue last May using Ameri- 
can troops? 

Gritz: | can only say | was assured by high 
Pentagon officials that it was, and that 
planning for the operation had reached 
such an advanced stage it could not be 
turned around. That it did not come off 
does not surprise me, because the Joint 
Chiefs of Staff bureaucracy is extremely 
cumbersome and not conducive to carry- 
ing out a successful commando raid. Why 
are the Israelis successful? Because they 
have a much smaller bureaucracy than we. 
do. Decisions are much more decentral- 
ized, and the commando leader is given 
full authority, Our military bureaucracy is 
like a bloated elephant, and its record of 
dismal failures in commando operations 
speaks for itself; the Bay of Pigs, Son Tai, 
the Mayaguez, and, most recently, Iran. 
Penthouse: Despite our government's 
positive rhetoric of late, do you think it 
really wants the POWs home? 

Gritz: For the record, of course they do. 
But they dumped them in May by deciding 
not to go through with the rescue, and 
when you think of it. bringing home the 
POWs would open up a can of worms. It 
would be an administrative enema for the 
Pentagon, First, 2,497 sets of records 
have got to be suddenly pulled together, 
because they wouldn't know whom a res- 
cue operation would bring back. As soon 
as they are told that one prisoner has been 
freed, they've got to get all kinds of things 
ready. All the money. The families. 
They've been told the guys are dead. 
What if the wife is remarried? What kind of 
legal implications are there? What about 
the guy's pay and allowances that have 
been spent already? There are so many 
things. What do you do with him? 
Penthouse: What about the public? Do 
you think the public still cares?, 

Gritz: | have a fear that the American pub- 
lic prefers to be entertained rather than 
saddled with an obligation. But the Ameri- 
can people-are the only ones that can ap- 
ply the necessary pressure on the 
politicians to bring this thing to a fruition. 
\'m speaking out because | don't ever 
want to let it be said that people didn’t 
know some of our men are still alive over 
there. I'm hoping that more and more peo 
ple are starting to care. But |'m afraid that 
only God, the mothers, the wives who re- 
mained true, and the Special Forces want 
the prisoners back. Itis very degrading to 
this nation that we have betrayed and 
turned our backs on our fighting men for 
as long as we have, It's lime we brought 
them back, regardless of the problems it 
may cause for families, politicians, and 
bureaucrats. It is a matter of humanity and 
pay-back. We who survived owe it lo 
those who stayed behind.Ot—_ 
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C dward, age twenty-five 
—~ | think | must have one of the longest-running sex dreams 
hg) of all time, because I've been having it since before | 

— knew what sex was. 

The first form this dream took goes back to when | was about five 
years old and just starting school. ! grew up in Buffalo, N.Y., and 
every morning | walked to school up a certain street. In this dream I'd 
be walking to school, and all of a sudden, |’d realize that) didn't have 
any shoes or socks on, Although it was morning, everything would 
get dark and deserted. |'d panic. It was a mixture of shame, for being 
without my shoes and socks, and fear, on account of this strange 
darkness. A lot of times the dream would turn into a nightmare. 

This dream has stayed with me since then, but il's developed as 
I've gotten older, as my sex life has developed. Often the dream has 
been more or less the same; only that original scene has. changed 
Instead of walking to school, I'll be on a bus or ata party or at the job. 
But it's always the same feeling: shame and dread and panic 


ILLUSTRATION BY ROBERT PASTERNAK 


155, 


Inthe last few years, though, the dream has gotten overtly 
sexual, In this latest version the same thing happens, ex: 
cept usually all my clothes disappear. I'm completely naked 
all of a sudden. After what seems like hours and hours of 
skulking around naked through alleyways and market- 
places, | finally find my clothes. That's what's new here: | 
find the missing clothes. But that's also where the trouble 
Starts 

Whenever | find the clothes, | run into a girl or sometimes 
two girls. We start fooling around, But I'm wary, because 
I've just got these clothes back and | don’t want to put them 
down somewhere where they'll disappear again, But | al- 
ways give in 
have great sex with these girls in my dreams. The last 
ri I'met in this dream let me tie her up and fuck her up the 
I had her suck me like that, while she was tied up, 

One thing which| guess Is important, which | should men 
tion, is that | don't think I've ever come in one of my dreams. 
I might've, but | don't think so, I'm pretty sure that I've never 
even had a nocturnal emission in my life. 

Anyway, |'m doing all sorts of things with this girl. She's. 
beautiful, They're all beautiful in this dream—at first any: 
way. She's dressed exactly the way | want her dressed, in 
stockings and high heels. if | want something else—zap— 
stle's wearing that. Nothing is denied. Nothing. It's like 


@ Just ag | had gone to 
caress my dream girl, she had turned 
into a bundle of straw. ® 


she's Aphrodite. If I'm fucking her and | decide.| want to be 
fucking someone else, a girl | used to sleep with, then she'll 
become her for a while. 

The girl In the dream rarely says much. She has very little 
personality, for want of a better expression. She just goes 
along with whatever | want. But after I've had my way with 
her—and, again, I'm not coming, I'm not really satisfied in 
these dreams; It's more a feeling of, well, the time, |8 up, the 
sex part is over—after I've had my way with her, she turns 
on me. 

Sometimes she turns into a woman | hate to sleep with, 
this particular person named Ruth. |'ve always hated sleep- 
ing with this: gir do it only when I'm drunk—and the 
dream girl often turns into her. Once it was worse. Just as | 
had finished with the dream girl and had gone to caress her, 
she had turned into a bundle of straw. 

Most often, the way she seems to turn on me is through 
the disappearance of my clothes, | didn’t want to put them 
down because | was afraid they'd disappear, and now they 
have—and I'm back where | started from, 

This dream must have to do with something very deep 
inside me, or else | don't think | would have been having it 
since | was a child, | think the whole nakedness business 
t mething to do with my not wanting to expose myself 
emotionally, It's true that | don't like to open up to people 
Maybe | teel that if | opened up, I'd eventually be betrayed 
But is the dream telling me that I'm right? That if | do shed 
my skin, |'Il suffer for it? I'm also curious why | never dream 
that I'm coming—especially in light of the fact that | come 
left and right during the day, and that | daydream about it all 
the time. | really don't understand much about the dream at 
all, | guess, even though I've been having it for more than 
twenty years, Maybe |’m just a sick fuck. 


Dr. Ellis comments: 

Your guess is as good as mine for this dream—and | quite 
agree with you that it probably means (among other things) 
that you don't want to expose yourself emotionally. Be- 
cause if you do, if people see your naked self, they may not 
like it, not like you, And if that occurred, you know damned 
well that you would put yourself down—view yourself as a 
shit, So from childhood onward you have hidden not merely 
your bare skin and your sexuality, but anything you think 
you would. be condemned for, Because you, sell-downer 
that you.are, would foolishly agree with other people's neg- 
ative evaluation of you, That is your real problem! 

In the dream you are afraid to lose your clothes. Actually, | 
would guess, you are afraid to lose your self, your essential 
value as a person. You see yourself as so empty, so vapid, 
that even the women in your dreams, though they do your 
complete bidding (suck your cock or let you ram it up their 
asses, as you will), don’ really treat you as a person, an 
individual—only as a “prick"'! In giving you ''sex,"* they 
leave you “not coming, not really satisfied.’ And then they 
turn into someone you hate (Ruth)—or into a “bundle of 
straw.’ So much for their real interest in or love for you! In 
the end, they leave you stripped naked—and fully ashamed 
of your emotional nudity—again. So you end up where you 
started; still ashamed, still unaccepting of your youness, 

What can you do to stop this ceaseless repetition of alien- 
ation, accompanied by joyless sex, of fucking and sucking 
without real orgasm? Answer: stop rejecting yourself! if, no 
matter what others may think of you, and no matter how 
poorly you may al times (sexually and nonsexually) func: 
tion, always (yes, always) you are determined to accept 
yourself, your humanity, your aliveness, you will surrender 
your long-held feelings of shame and have many dreams of 


fulfillment instead of despair. Not only, then, won't you be 
“a sick but many real-life women will see your inter- 
nal health, like what they see, and perhaps stand on line to 
have mutually rewarding sex with you. Try it and see! 


Donna Sue, age thirty 
This is a dream |'ve had quite often over the course of the 
last two or three years. Inthe dream I'm lying in my bed, not 
really asleep but in that half-awake, drifting-off state. From 
my. bed | can see that someone's made his way into my 
living room. | see the shadowy figure approaching me, but 
for some re lam not alarmed until he is at my bedside, 
lifting the covers from me and trying to get into bed with me. 
He is still more of a shadow than a man. | resist until | see 
that it's my ex-husband, Harry, who left me nearly four 
years ago and whom | haven't seen or spoken to In almost 
as long a time. He is naked, and | Jet him snuggle beside me 
beneath the covers. 

We are friendly toward each other and begin to reminisce 
about the first, happy years of our marriage, As we speak, 
we aren't lying in my bed anymore. We're on a b in 
South Carolina—Atlantic Beach, | guess—out on along, ojd 
pier where Harry had carved our initials into the railing: 

Then we're in a place that's like the apartment we had in 
Austin—like it but not exactly like it, We're. making love. 
has his cock inside me, and he feels lovely. He feels better 
than | remember him feeling: more sensitive, more respon- 
sive, He slides out of me, | barely notice It, | can’t tell if he’s 
come or not. He goes down on me. Again it's better than | 
remember it. It's better than anything | can remember. | 
have an orgasm, then another and another, | don't know 
ny. Never in our four years of marriage did | have an 
m with Harry. I'm ecstatic, | want to marry him again 


how r 


ore 


and drift forever, as if on a tranquil sea 

| see someone In the distance, coming toward us. It's 
Gus, the guy | had an affair with during the last year of our 
marriage, Harry knew about the affair, but he never saw 
Gus, and | don't know if Gus ever saw him. | get upset, 
wondering what will happen. I'm worried that Gus, not 
knowing who Harry is, will come over and talk and be inti- 
mate, That's what happens, Gus comes up to me and puts. 
his arm around me and starts kissing me, Harry turns away 
in disgust, but he doesn’t say anything or do anything 
which is very unlike him, He's a very jealous person. He 
turns his back to us. Gus opens my blouse. He takes my 
pants off. |'m all wet, and he begins to fuck me there under 
the tree. | forget all about Harry, and then| see him standing 
there watching us. He's sort of jerking off. That's the im 
pression | get, but | don't know why, because he doesn't 
seem to be really doing it. 

Then Harry turns and walks away, | call for him to come 
back. | don't want him to be upset. Then he's g 
pletely, and Gus is fucking me harder and harder, It starts to 
feel really unpleasant, and | don't know what to do. All of a 
Sudden | see that it's Harry fucking me. Gus has turned into 
Harry, When | realize this, he stops fucking me, We jus 
up and start walking. That's where the dream ends. 

The strangest part, the part that makes me wonder the 


@| have an orgasm, 
then another and another. | want to 
marry him and drift forever.® 


most, is where Harry's fucking me and | have those or- 
gasms. Could it be that I'm actually coming in my sleep? 
They feel so real, just like when | masturbate. | guess there's 
no way to ever tell 


Dr. Ellis comments: 

You ask if you really wanted your ex-husband, Harry, or 
your lover, Gus, at the time your marriage broke up. Prob 
ably both—or, as you show in your dream, a magical merg- 
er of both. For Harry, as he was or as you would like him to 
have been, was nonsexually friendly and companionable. 

but so sexually unsatisfying that things got rough betwee! 
the two of you, and then he turned more and more silent, 
distant. Gus, on the other hand, was quite a good fuck and 
brought you the kind of orgasms that you wanted but, alas, 
never had with Harry. Harry's passivity—his being jealous 
of Gus but still jerking himself off (instead of jerking you 
oft)—led you to ditch him as a husband, 

Now you are alone—without a husband and apparently 
without a good lover (Gus), too, So you dream of having 
Harry and your old romance with him resurrected, bul you 
endow Harry with Gus's prowess at fucking. Then, when 
you realize in the dream that Harry is Harry and not really 
capable of Gus's sexual power, the idealized merger ends; 
the dream is over. 

What you'd better do in real life, obviously, Is look for a 
Harry who is sweet and companionable but who also has 
some of the power and sexuality ofa Gus, It's easy to dream 
of this kind af ideal man, but when are you going to get off 
your ass, go back to the sex-love scene again, and do 
something to find the Harry-Gus type of man you want? Or- 
gasms in your dreams are great. But climaxing with a man 
for whom you really care is a hell of a lot better! 
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@... Inthe dream | keep 
getting closer and closer to Cindy's wide-spread 
vagina. | know that what | want 
to do is screw her with the camera.® 


Are you actually orgasming in your sleep? Why nol? If 
you don't, right now, have either a Harry or a Gus and if you 
are theretore pretty horny, coming in your sleep would be a 
great relief. Your dreams may nicely arrange that kind of 
harmless, and easily achieved, gratification. But you stil 
could arrange for erotic satisfaction in your waking life. 
Wouldn't that, again, be much better? 


Ted, age twenty-six 
Since I'm 4 photographer, | each have dreams that in- 
volve cameras and equipment, 

One of them that she liked a lot is amazing. | had this. one 
about two months ago, It was one of those dreams where 
you feel everything is superreal, that it isn't a dream but 
reality. | was on an assignment for a magazine. The editor in 
the dream asks me to photograph several people on a busy 
downtown street, in a place that looks like the main street of 
my old hometown but which | understand to be downtown 
Philadelphia, Something has occurred to change the city. It 
is much simpler and homey so that people will feel more at 
ease and there will be less violence. 

But everyone | approach with my camera refuses to co- 
operate and have thelr picture taken. | think that it must be 

‘the street |'ve chosen, so | begin to walk and suddenly find 
myself in a park of some kind. It is very green and beautiful, 
and the people seem more relaxed here. | decide that I'd 
better get.a photograph soon, and the next person wha 
comes toward me turns out to be Cindy, the fifteen-year-old 
daughter of a neighbor. 

As | look through the lens, | see that Cindy Is sticking her 
tongue out and that It is getting so long it can reach the 
camera. 

“You're underage,” | tell her” "You can't be inter- 
viewed.’” 

Suddenly, she is lying down in the grass, She has her 
slacks pulled down and her legs apart so that! can see the 
lips of her vagina. In my lens this becomes a close-up... a 
fact that annoys me tremendously, especially when | notice 
that | have a fierce erection and | can't do anything about It. 

| should point out that | have never harbored any erotic 
thoughts about Cindy whatsoever. although recently | was 
called upon to photograph a teenagers’ beauty contest, | 
was not particularly turned.on by the girls. But in the dream | 
keep getting closer and closer to Cindy's wide-spread vagi- 
na. | know that what | want to do is to screw her with the 
camera. This idea goes off like a flash in my mind. A truly 
original and brilliant thought, and |’ remember wondering 
why | had never thought of it before. 

But when | am about to actually do it, stick my camera 
z00m Jens into Gindy, who is lying there waiting for it, | real- 
ize that | can't, try pushing slowly in, thinking perhaps it has 
never happened to her before: | am worrled about doing it 
right. Then | realize that there's something in there, some- 
thing that Is preventing me from entering her, and | pull 
back. 

“Don't you know what it is?" Cindy asks, and | get this 
Stupid feeling it Is a new kind of contraceptive that | don't 
know about, | feel really stupid and humiliated as Cindy 


' 
points between her legs and | finally see a tiny camera, | 
hear the distinct sound of the shutter mechanism, and | real- 
ize that Cindy has activated it with her vaginal muscles. | am 
$0 upset by this that! awaken immediately. 
| can't get over what my mind can come up with at night. 


Dr. Ellis comments: 

Although you protest that you mainly enjoy all your dreams 
"as nighttime entertainment,” there is a possibility that 
some aspects of them are hardly entertaining! If dreams 
sometimes reveal the dreamer's subconscious fears and if 
you are really considerably more anxious than you appear 
on the surface, your dream may reveal—or conceal!—quite 
a number of apprehensions. It may indicate, for example, 
that you are afraid of; places, like downtown Philadelphia, 
that are unquiet and violent; people who are uncooperative; 
your lusting after attractive underage females; having your 
sex acts critically observed—and recorded—by others; not 
being brilliant and original; having the tables cleverly turned 
on you; being made to feel like a fool. 

Quite a bundle of fears, if | interpret your dream rightly! | 
could, of.course, be entirely wrong in my suspicions about 
your “entertaining” dream. Bul if you agree that | am at 
least partly right, what can you do to alleviate these anxi- 
etles? | would say recognize thal you are loo hard on your- 
self—thal you are perfectionistically demanding (instead of 
realistically preferring), that you have the '‘right” feelings 
and behaviors, Also, recognize that you are refusing to al- 
low yourself more leeway (as a fallible, imperfect human) to 
do some “wrong” sex acts and have some “‘bad” thoughts 
and thal you are mercilessly (at least in your dreams) casli- 
gating yourself for having them. if you fuck up in your fuck- 
ing, It's too bad, but it hardly makes you a total fool! If you 
accept your sexual (and other) shortcomings, your anxiety- 
fillad dreams, such as this one appears to be, will signifi- 
cantly decrease. Oty 


“'Dreamwatch"' |s a regular column that will try to interpret your 
dreams, to see what their ‘real’ or underlying meanings are, 
and to determine what you can possibly do to fulfill these mean- 
ings—or to change them when they are encouraging you to 
engage in self-defeating behavior. Dreams, of course, may |: 
have many interpretations, none of which may be perfectly ac- 
curale or “true, To make the interpretations in this column 
more correct and usetul, |tis bestthat when you submita dream 
for consideration, you include the following information: (1) De- 
scribe the dream itself, with its main details, Be as specific and 
graphic as possible, (2) Give your age, sex, marital status, and 
vocation. (3) Tall something about your present life condition, 
“specially things you are worried or bothered aboutin your love 
life, (4) Note any significant or unusual event that occurred dur- 
Ing the day or night preceding your dreams, (8) Give your own 
personal interpretation of what you think your dream may 
mean, Readers who wish to have their dreams analyzed and 
printed In the magazine should write in confidence to: The Edi- 
tor, “Drearnwatch,”’ Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, 
New York, N.Y. 10022. 
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PSYCHOGRAPHIC 
SELF-EXAMINATION SERIES 
TOUGHING 
IT OUT 


BY FRANK DONEGAN 


Twenty questions to see how well you handle creeps 


SH 


PSYCHOGRAPH 


The world is full of nasty people. With a 
little Juck and some fancy footwork you 
can avoid some of them, but you can't 
sidestep ‘them all. Sooner or later you'll 
fun up against the boss who always be- 
fates you in front of your coworkers; the 
teacher who calls you a blockhead before 
the whole class; the condescending cop 
who pulls you over just to watch you 
squirm; the bitchy mother-in-law; the lover 
whose favorite pastime is discussing your 
faults with anyone who'll listen, 

This psychograph is designed to see 
how well you deal with congenitally un: 
pleasant people. Do you handle them in’a 
Productive fashion, or do they suck you 
into playing the game their way? 

Research psychologists have done vast 
amounts of work on what makes people 
nasty, obstructive, sour, nay-saying, ag- 
gressive, argumentative, sneaky, big- 
mouthed, boastful, vacillating, condes- 
cending, officious, abrasive, and gener- 
ally obnoxious. A common thread that 
runs through many of these offensive be- 
havioral patterns is that they are primarily 
defensive in nature. The quirky ways of 
Obnoxious people are often misguided at- 
tempts to protect themselves from the vi- 
cissitudes of life. 

While the researchers have delved 
deeply inta the causes of such behavior, 
they haven't been a whole lot of help when 
it comes to suggesting ways thal we nice 
guys can successtully deal with such peo- 
ple. The best advice on that score seems 
to come from the likes of management 
consultants, marriage and family counsel- 
ors, and practicing shrinks, These are the 
people who, day in and day out, must pro- 
vide their clients with successful strate- 
gies for dealing with the obstreperous 
boss, the impossible lover, the nagging 
parent. (Of particular interest on this scote 
is Dr. Robert Bramson's recent book, 
Coping with Difficult People. Bramson, a 
management consultant with a doctorate 
in organizational behavior and the psy- 
chology of small groups, gives useful 
step-by-step advice on coping with the 
Crazies in-your life.) Itis on this large body 
ot practical, empirical knowledge thal 
we've relied for the material in this psy- 
chograph. 


PART | 
Below are ten situations you might run into 
in the course of your life. Each is followed 
by alternative ways of dealing with the sit- 
vation. Select the alternative you think you 
would choose in real life. 

Remember: this is not a test of whether 
you know the correct strategies for deal- 
ing with difficult people, It's a test of 
whether you Use the correct strategies 
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and tactics. Consequently you must be 
rigorously honest in answering these 
questions. Before ydu select an answer, 
review your own experience to see how 
you've reacted in similar situations, Your 
Past behavior is your best guide on a test 
like this 

1. Your boss tries to intimidate every- 

‘one. He's a loudmouth who criticizes 

everything. You are in the middle of 

delivering a report at a meeting when 
he breaks in with his standard reper- 
toire of bullying objections and verbal 
karate chops, 

Your reaction: 

(a) | turn to jelly and sit down while he 
harangues me. if! finish the report 
at all, | do so in a meek, cowed 
manner. 

(b) | start shouting at him just as he's 
shouting at me. The only way you 
can handle such people is to give 
them back as much grief as they 
dish out. Otherwise they'll walk all 
‘over you. 

(c) | stand my ground patiently but 
don't show outward emotion. | say 
something like “I'll be happy to 
deal with your objections when | 
finish." The important thing is to 
prevent him from interrupting and 
taking control. 


2. The woman you live with is like a time 
bomb. You never know when she's 
going to blow up. Everything will be 
fine, and suddenly she'll explode. It's. 
impossible to predict what will set her 
off, 


When she launches into one of 
these tirades, what do you do? 

(a) | just clam up and ignore her. You 
can’t deal with somebody who's 
behaving in such a juvenile way. 

(0) I'l do anything to break the in- 
creasing fury of her anger. I'll 
shout something like “Hold it! 
Stop! We can talk, but not like 
this.” 

(c) | snap right back at her, indignant- 
ly telling her to shut up, There's no 
reason why | should be her emo- 
tional punching bag. 


3. You are shopping in an exclusive 
Store, You ask a question, and the 
salesman replies in an extremely 
snotty, condescending manner. 

! Your response: 
(a) | slink away, angry at myself that | 
don’t have the guts to speak up. 
(6) linsult him as loudly and nastily as 


lean, saying something like “Up * 


yours, you mincing faggot!" 
(c) | respond in a conversational tone 


4. 


of voice, telling him there's’ no 
need for him to behave like that. If 
| feel really incensed, | report him 
quietly to the manager, 

(d) | call loudly for the manager and 
make a big scene about how 
poorly I've been treated. 


Harry, a guy who works with you, is 

always whining and complaining, He 

never misses a chance to take you 
aside and, in a conspiratorial tone of 
voice, criticize your superiors and co- 
workers. 

Your reaction: 

(a) | listen patiently, then walk away. | 
don't agree or disagree with what 
he says. When | do talk with him, | 
always stick to facts, not opinions. 


(b) | agree with whatever he says, 


even if! don't really agree. Some- 
times this makes me feel as sleazy 
as he is, but!'ll do anything to shut 
him up. 

(1 brie him off impatiently, saying 
something like “Oh, give it a rest, 
Harry. You're always griping."’ 


Al is a bullshit artist. He always acts 
like he's a big expert; yet he usually 
doesn’t know what he's talking about. 
You're in a meeting with him and sev- 
eral other people. As usual, he's mak- 
ing an ass of himself. You've got the 
correct data that will show that he's 
wrong. 


Do you: 

(a) Go in for the kill, showing off your 
own knowledge and leaving him 
shot down in flames. 

(b) Give the correct data, but intro- 
duce them in a way (like "Al, per- 
haps you overlooked this ...") 
that gives him a graceful way out. 

(c) Say nothing, but later send @ 
memo with the correct data to the 
other people who were at the 
meeting. 


. The lady in your life is charming, but 


she doesn't say much. In fact, it’s of- 
ten hard to coax more than a one-syl- 
lable answer from her before she 
clams up again.“ 
To help her open up, do you: 
(a) Talk more yourself to fill the void. 
(b) Keep quiet even if the silence 
seems to go onforever, 


. Jim is your business partner, Unfortu- 


nately, he is also an incorrigible pes- 
simist. Every time you bring up anew 
idea, he shoots it down. "That will 
never. work’’ is his invariable re- 
sponse to anything you propose. 
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What do you do? 

(a) | stop. proposing new ideas, 
They'll only rock the boat and cre- 
ate more friction between us. 

(b) | go ahead and put my ideas into 
practice without consulting him. 

(c) | present my ideas to him, and ifhe 
doesn't have any legitimate, con- 
crete objections, | go ahead with 
the plan despite his pessimism. 

(d) | marshal all my facts and argue 
for my viewpoint. If you have 
enough evidence, you can con- 
vince anyone, 


The woman you live with has one fault 
that drives you crazy; she makes 
promises and doesn't keep them. 
She'll say that she will meet you at 
three o'clock and then never shows 
up. She'll promise to leave the week- 


end free so the two of you can go to ~ 


the country; then, when Friday ar- 

tives, she announces she has to work 

Saturday. That sort of thing. 

How do you handle her? 

(a) | get angry and say, “Look, I'm 
tired of this crap. If you don't 
change, there's going to be big 
trouble.” 

(b) | don’t say anything, | just smolder 
with resentment. 

(c) | try to keep her from making 
promises that she probably won't 
be able to keep. | say something 
like "Look, you don’t have to com- 
mit yourself definitely. Let's stay 
flexible. I'm willing to compro- 
mise.” 


. Your secretary is a chronic procrasti- 


nator. She never gets anything fin- 
ished on time. 
What do you do? 

(a) Avoid giving her deadlines, be- 
cause you know they'll just make 
her even more nervous and less 
productive, + 

(b) Give her reasonable deadlines 
and say something like "'I'll check 
with you a few days before this is 
due to make sure‘everything's on 
schedule.” 

(c) Give her a deadline and, when 
she doesn't meet it, blow up and 
threaten to fire her if she doesn’t 
shape up. 


Les is a needier. He smiles constantly 

but cuts people up under his breath. 

He'll slap you on the back like an old 

friend and then say, “Well, champ, it 

looks like you fucked up again.” 
How do you handle him? 

(a) | ask him to explain his remarks. 


When he says something snide, | 
say something like “Would you 
mind telling me just what you 
mean by that?” 

(b) | ignore him. 

(c) L insult him right back. | smile and 
make a cutting remark about him. 


PART Il 

The following statements reflect various 
attitudes toward people and life in general. 
After each, check the letter which ex- 
presses how strongly you agree or dis- 
agree with the statement. Select (a) if you 
agree strongly; (b) if you agree moderate- 
ly; (¢) if you don't feel strongly one way or 
the other; (d) if you disagree moderately; 
(e) if you disagree strongly. 


1. Most people’are basically incompe- 
tent. 

(a) (b) (©) (d) (e) 

2. There are only two ways to do things: 
the right way and the wrong way. 
(a) (©) (©) () (€) 

3. Anger is sometimes a useful emotion. 
(a) (b) (c) () fe) 

4. You can't change people; so there's 
no use trying. 

(a) () (©) (d) fe) 

5. People who behave badly don't have 
to act that way. They doit on purpose. 
(a) (6) (c) (d) (e) 

6. The golden rule should really read: 
“Dd unto others as they do unto you. 
An eye for an eye, and a tooth for a 
tooth.” 

(a) (b) (©) (d) (e) 

7. | can't worry about other people's 
problems; I've got enough of my awn, 
(a) (b) (c) (9) (e) 

8. Talking about problems is a waste of 
time. Actions are all that court 
(a) (b) (c) (9) (@) 

9. he as should be avoided at all 


(@) wo) (c) (¢) (@) 

10. Life is a win-lose proposition, It | win, 
you lose; if you win, | lose. 
(a) (b) (©) (d) (@) 


SCORING 
Part! 
The “correct” answers (thal is, the tactics 
more likely to be effective with trouble- 
some people) are listed below, Give your- 
self five points for each one you chose. 
1.¢3.¢ 5b 7c 9b 
2.b 4.a 6b 8c 10.8 


Part Il 

All possible answers in this section have 
been assigned point values, which are list- 
ed below. Add up the point values of the 
answers you chose, 
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Combine the points you scored on both 
parts of the psychograph. The. highest 
possible score is 100; the lowest, 10, 


It you scored 71-100 points: 

You are an expert at handling trouble- 
some people. You don't let them walk all 
over you, nor do you let them aggravate 
you to the point where you lose control of 
yourself. You understand that these peo- 
ple are often insecure and can—with care- 
ful handling—sometimes be transformed 
from roadblocks into positive assets, You 
invariably choose the strategy that gets 
you what you want. But you also under- 
stand that most interpersonal relation- 
ships extend over time. Consequently, no 
matter how tedious a person is, you don't 
seek to destroy him. You choose tactics 
that leave the door open for interaction. 


40-70 points: 

Like most of us, you win some and you 
lose some. Frequently you choose the 
correct strategy for dealing with difficult 
people, but just as often, you find you've 
fallen into their traps and are playing the 
game by their rules. You let down your 
guard, and they get the better of you: ei- 
ther forcing you to knuckle under or to 
blow your stack in the most unproductive 
manner. But you'are certainly on the right 
track. Remember: when you have to deal 
with an obnoxious person, the most fruitful 
strategy will usually be the one that allows 
both of you to retain your self-esteem, 


10-39 points: 

You cisbally blow it. When faced with a dif- 
ficult person, you are likely either to cave 
in and let him walk all over you or to re- 
spond with such hostility that you lose all 
your effectiveness. Sometimes your own 
attitude provokes people into being even 
more difficult than they might ordinarily be. 
It's almost as if you expect people to be 
bastards. You're rarely willing to give any- 
‘one the benefit of the doubt. Your attitudes 


and behavior virtually ensure that you'll ’ 


have trouble with many people, You're 
likely to bring out the worst in those you 
meet. In fact, there's a good chance 


you're a tedious person yourself. Sorry \ 


about that.O+—q 
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"| pronounce you man and wile for the time being..." 
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HELLAIRE 


ONTINUED [’ROM PAG 


The world was still unaware of that mar- 
riage when Jerry Lee arrived in London on 
the night of May 22 to commence a thirty- 
seven-day concert tour of Great Britain 
Judd Phillips at Sun Records had advised 
Jerry Lee against bringing Myra Gale to 
England with him, but Jerry Lee had 
spurned that advice. 

When they stepped arm-in-arm from the 
plane at Heathrow Airport that night, Jerry 
Lee and Myra Gale were set upon immedi 
ately by reporters, and photographers 
from every London daily.except the Times. 
They asked who she was, this smiling little 
girl in tight black slacks and a black-and- 
white jumper. 

“This,"' said Jerry Lee, “is my wife.” 

The reporters wanted to know how old 
she was, 

“Fifteen,” s 

The reporters wanted to know how long 
they had been married. 

‘We were married two month 
we're very happy,’ said Jerry Lee. 

The reporters asked Myra if she didn't 
think that fifteen was too young an age at 
which to be married 

‘Oh, no, nol at all,’ Myra said. “Age 
doesn't matter back home. You can marry 
at ten if you can find a husband.” Then the 
flashing lights blinded her, and she clung 
to Jerry Lee. They escaped the newsmen 
and were driven in waiting limousines to 
the Westbury Hotel in Mayfair, where they 
checked into Room 127. 

The next day, Jerry Lee was shown a 
copy of the London Daily Herald. There 
was a large photo, taken at the airport the 
night before, of Jerry Lee and Myra Gale 
embracing, and in bold black letters the 
words ' ‘ROCK’ STAR'S WIFE IS 15 And 
It's His.Third Marriage!”? 

That same day, across the sea, Sam 
Phillips, the president of Sun Records, 
picked up a copy of the Memphis Pres: 
Scimitar and inhaled slowly through his 
nostrils, The headline was: JERRY LEE 
LEWIS WEDS, After receiving news of the 
marriage from London, a Memphis report- 
er had done some digging, and now, inthe 
Press-Scimitar, it was revealed that the 
marriage took place “almost exactly five 
months before Lewis was divorced from 
his second wife,”’ and that ‘'Myra's birth 
certificate reveals that she was born on 
July 11, 1944,"" 

Jerry Lee and Myra were driven on Sat. 
urday night, May 24, to the Regal Cinema 
in Edmonton, for the first show of the tour. 
‘Two thousand British teenagers sat in a 
murmurous anticipation so perfect that it 
seemed to be orchestrated. The lights 
dimmed, and there he was in a shocking- 
pink suit with sequined lapels and a black 
ribbon-tie; and he was beholding the audi- | 
ence while they beheld him from behind a | 
blind of applause. He felt power, then 
loosened the grasp of his eyes and turned 
away toward where Myra stood in the | 
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Scientific Sex Appeal! 


Two sensual scents that Mother Nature made to 
attract the opposite sex—Instantly! 


7 
Now, Doctors at leading universities, first in Europe and 
now worldwide, have found substances where mere 
aroma can be used to make you appear more attractive, 

more impressive, and even more desirable. Scienti 
first described the incredibly powertul sexual attract: 
ants in insects as Pheromones. For years, many Musk 
fragrances have used Pheromones from animals, Now, 
Pheromones have been found in humans, too! American 
Scientist and researcher, William Sergio; has captured 
the secret in 2 new for- 
mulas utilizing male and 
female Pheromones to 
create the ultimate per 
fumes, Potent-8 for men 
Band Captive-8 for 
women—two exciting 
scents that will help you 
start a spontaneous reac- 
tion in anyone you desire, 

Instant Charisma! 

For the first time, you can unlock your sex appeal. Just 
sprinkle a few drops on, and the potent but almost im- 
eptible aroma goes right to work s p powerful 


chemical messages to the women (or men) around you 
You can add it to your favorite cologne, perfume or after 
shave, With Potent-8 (or Captive-8) you will approach 
anyone, enter any party take part in any social situation 
with a new and total confidence 


Scientific Proof! 
It really works! The knowledge that human beings pro- 
duce odors and scents that can attract or repel each 
other is nothing new. Casanova became history's great 
est lover by concentrating nature's “inner pertume’’ on 
his handkerchief. Marie Walewska used it to become ir- 
Fesistible to Napoleon and bear him a son. Perfume and 
cosmetic manufacturers have been trying to capitalize 
on it for centuries, Now, for the first time, the secret has 
been found, Tests done by doctors at leading universities 
confirm the likelihood that the sensual scent alluded to 
by great lovers and legendary temptresses down through. 
the ages is caused by human Pheromones, 


You Succeed or Pay Nothing! 
Research results are so startling that we can confidently 
offer you this incredible guarantee, Try Potent-8 for men 
(Captive-8 for women) for 30 days. Use it time and time 
again. Use all of it. See the thrilling results, You must be 
completely satisfied or you may send back the empty 
bottle for a prompt refund, no questions asked! Whether 
you choose to become a Potentate with women, or Capti- 
vate your men, don't delay. Order NOW! 

Write your name, address, city, state and zip on a plain 
piece of paper along with the words Potent-8 for men 
($9.95 + $1.50 p&h, total: $11.45) or Captive-8 for 
women ($12.95 + $1.50 p&h, total: $14.45). New York 
residents add sales tax. Enclose it with your check or 
money order and send it to: BodyScience, Incorp., 
DeptMMJ205 2105 Lakeland Ave., Ronkonkoma, NY 
11779. ©1981 BodySeience. tnt. 


Treat yourself 
to anew 
experience on 
a luscious 
honey-comb 
of air. 


It’s a natural, Instead of sleeping on a bed the 


too firm or too soft, you can spend your nights on a 
dreamy cushion of air, No restles: 
ing on harsh 
"That's because the independent air col Supports 
I} 


xljust to exactly the firmnne: 
the way across, Even while they 
the comfort of a cloud, 

ou also get the cushioned “gly 


you like— 
cradle you with all 


nating” when your partner moves, 
“The feather light Air Coil Bed. Now: 
ney tone velour texture viny! th 


camping, sunbathing, on your van 
y your permanent bed. Sto 
set of ort shelf. inflates ir 
1 handpump or canister vacuum cleaner, Cleans 
Try it for 15 days fora new 
n rest or play! Order today for prompt 
elivery, in just 3 weeks, 


Credit Card Orders Call Toll-Free 
(800) 621-5559 
‘(Un ilinots: (800) 972-5858) 


Please send fhe the fang Air Coll Beds). If| am not sat 
isfled, I may return it within, 15 days for a courteous refund, 
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wing. He raked the keys of the big piano 
and howled of the fire, and the audience, 
receiving the Devil's message variously, 
was no longer murmurous, but wild with 
sound, or silent, according to the bent of 
their souls, 

Jerry Lee gave them little more than ten 
minutes—"'he treats his audience with an 
attitude bordering on contempt," one Brit- 
ish reporter wrote a few days later-—and 
the teenagers, those who had been loud 
with excitement, those who had been si- 
lent, began to jeer and hiss as the curtain 
fell. Someone started to sing "God Save 
the Queen," and others joined in amid the 
jeering and hissing. Finally the curtain 
rose, and Jerry Lee gave them more, gave 
it to them hard and frenzied and unrelent- 
ing, as a man who lay lustful and betrayed 
upon a hated wife; and then he left the 
stage. 

On the following morning, Sunday, May 
25, the Daily Sketch said. that Jerry Lee 
“throws together everything that is bad in 
rock 'n’ roll. Drooling at the piano, Lewis 
moans, grunts, wails, and sneezes so 
close to the microphone that he might be 
eating it.’ The front-page editorial in the 
newspaper People was more hostile, call- 
ing for all teenage subjects of the crown to 
boycott Jerry ‘Lee's concerts and thus 
“show that even rock and roll hasn't en- 
tirely robbed them of their sanity."” The 
editorial also urged the home secretary to 
have Jerry Lee deported from the United 
Kingdom. 

Jerry Lee and Myra were driven that 
Sunday to the Kilburn State Theatre; for 
the second show of the tour. On the follow- 
ing day, the Herald reported that only one 
thousand of the theater's four thousand 
seats were filled, adding that, “Those who 
stayed away missed nothing."’ 

On Monday an editorial in the London 
Evening Star said that, ‘Lewis should not 
be allowed to parade his charms before 
British teen-agers, He should be deported 
at once. He is an undesirable alien."’ Later 
that night, Jerry Lee performed at the Gra- 
nada Theatre in Tooting, where he was 
met by cries of '‘Cradle robber!" 

He was scheduled to appear the follow- 
ing night at the Odeon Theatre in Birming- 
ham, But that morning the British agent 
Leslie Grade, who had booked the tour, 
met behind closed doors with the presi- 
dent of the Rank Organization, which 
owned the theaters that Jerry Lee had 
been booked into for the rest of the tour. 
After the meeting, Grade announced that 
the tour had been canceled. 

At 2:15 that Tuesday afternoon, Jerry 
Lee and Myra Gale left the Westbury Hotel 
through a side door. Limousines carried 
them to the airport, where photographers 
and reporters were wailing. Leading Myra 
Gale past them, Jerry Lee picked up a pa- 
per at the airport newsstand and glanced 
at the headline, which proclaimed that 
France's new premier had averted civil 
war, 

“Who's this de Gaulle guy?" he said 
loudly as the newsmen caught up with 
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him. “He seems to have gone over bigger 
than us."" 

As the Pan American clipper headed 
toward Idlewild Airport, the United King- 
dom celebrated the success of its exor- 
cism. Under the headline BABY-SNATCH- 
ER QUITS, the London Daily Herald 
reported in its Wednesday’ edition, “The 
Jerry Lee Lewis circus flew sadly out of 
London last night."” 

Upon landing at Idlewild on Wednesday 
morning, May 28, Jerry Lee found that 
what awaited him was almost as bad as 
what he had left behind. As the crowd of 
reporters rushed toward him, Myra ran 
into a private waiting room. Photogra- 
phers flooded Jerry Lee’s vision with their 
white flashing. A reporter from the Daily 
News asked Jerry Lee if he didn’t think it 
was a bit odd for a man to marry a thirteen- 
year-old girl. 

“You can write this down,’ Jerry Lee 
said, raising his voice, ‘She's a woman, 

He and Myra Gale boarded a Capital 


e 


“If I'm so dumb 
and you’re so smart,"’ 
Elvis replied to Jerry Lee, 
“how is it that I’m playin’ 
the main room and 
you're playin’ the lounge?”’ 


% 


Airlines plane, and they were back home 
in Memphis a few minutes after two in the 
afternoon, 

Thinking that it might placate the press, 
Jerry Lee decided to remarry Myra in a 
ceremony of impeccable legality. On the 
weekend after returning to Memphis, he 
and Myra Gale drove south to Ferriday. 
They filled out a marriage license at the 
parish court house in Vidalia. Since Jerry 
tee's last Louisiana marriage, more than 
six years before, something new had been 
added to the license form, and Jerry Lee 
filled this new thing out quickly and auda- 
ciously: "Relation of Bride to Groom: 
NONE" 

The press would not relent. In its 
“Newsmakers” section, in an item cap- 
tioned “Alpha and Omega,'’ Newsweek 
reported the more lurid details of Jerry 
Lee's expulsion from England, juxtapos- 
ing the report with the news that Pat Boone 
had recently graduated from Columbia 
University magna cum laude. In the New 
York Herald Tribune, columnist Hy Gard- 
ner remarked that ‘'the Jerry Lee Lewises 
are going lo have an addition to the family, 
He bought her a new doll."’ 

The summer passed, but trouble did 


not. Elvis, whose kingship Jerry Lee had 
dreamed to usurp, sailed in khaki fo Ger- 
many, Before departing, a reporter at the 
Brooklyn Army Terminal asked Elvis how 
he felt about what had befallen Jerry Lee. 

“He's a great artist,” Elvis said. ‘'I'd 
rather not talk about his marriage, except 
that if he really loves her, | guess it's all 
right." 

Not long after arriving in Germany, Elvis 
met and fell in love with a fourteen-year- 
old girl named Priscilla Beaulieu, He even- 
tually brought her to live with him at 
Graceland, keeping her, carefully, quietly, 
waiting till 1967 to marry her without taint. 

By the time that Elvis sailed for Germa- 
ny, Myra Gale knew that she was preg- 
nant, On the morning .of February 27, 
1959, she gave birth to a seven-pound 
boy-child. Jerry Lee decided to name this 
son Steve Allen Lewis, in honor of one of 
the few decent men he had met outside of 
Concordia Parish. 

Soon Jerry Lee moved his family into a 
new home, in the Coro Lake section of 
Memphis. It was a ranch-style house with 
a swimming pool. Jerry Lee liked to sit by 
the pool and not smile and not think. It was 
only a matter of time, he knew, till he would 
once again be on top. He would sit there 
and know that, and he would clench and 
unclench his fist. 


He rested one hand upon the cold porce- 
lain urinal steadying himself. He was 
somewhere in Minneapolis, and it was 
Easter Sunday, 1962. All was not well. 
Since that ruinous summer of 1958, there 
had. been no more big hits, no more big 
paychecks. But still he pumped onward, 
foaming the country in a dirty Cadillac, 
howling of the fire and of the shaking, 
seeking his own vague salvation. 

He was no longer the contender to the 
throne of the kingdom of rock 'n’ roll. 
Things were different now, strange and 
unreal. Elvis reigned in solitude now, no 
longer performing in public, withdrawing 
into a mystery commensurate with his sov- 
ereignty. Rock 'n' roll itself had changed, It 
was soft and weak. At times it seemed to 
Jerry Lee that only he himself was rocking 
‘on, burning true after all these years, But 
his fame had dwindled, and so had his 
purse. He had once played for thousands 
of dollars a night; now he played for hun- 
dreds. He continued to make records for 
Sun, but Sun itself was barely there any- 
more, 

Yes, it seemed to Jerry Lee as he 
flushed the urinal and raised his head; 
yes, it had become strange and unreal, all 
of it. 

Nine hundred miles away, in Memphis, 
as dusk settled on that Sunday of resur- 
rection, Myra Gale sat at the kitchen table 
making a grocery list..Little Steve Allen 
Lewis, who had turned three in February, 
pulled at her skirt for attention. She 
teached out and rubbed his blond crew- 
cut. She finished the list and looked at the - 
clock. It was 6:40; there was still time to 
get to the store. Then she noticed that Ste- 


vie was gone, She searched the house, 
calling his name, and the farther she 
‘searched and did not find him, the faster 
and harder her heart beat beneath her 
breast. She ran to her neighbor, and in ter- 
ror she asked him to search the pool. 

In about five feet of water, near a little 
ladder al the edge of the pool, the neigh- 
bor met a horrible, gently drifting weight. 
He raised it and, trembling, laid it on the 
concrete patio, Myra Gale felt something 
‘that she had never know to exist, and she 
came apart in shock. 

He had always been strict with Myra 
Gale. Since adolescence, she had been 
shaped like soft clay within his hands. Jer- 
ty Lee dictated what clothes Myra Gale 
wore, and he dictated these clothes ac- 
cording to the precepts of the Pentecostal 
church. He did not allow her to wear 
makeup or to cut her hair. He told her 
which records she might listen to, which 
television programs she might watch, 
which books she might read. (Once, he 
had caught her with a paperback copy of 
Tobacco Road, the 1932 best-seller in 
which an older man marries a twelve-year- 
ald girl, He tore the book from her and 
censured her mightily.) Myra Gale, who 
knew little of the world, simply believed 
that all marriages were like her own, and 
she bent her knee in diffident fealty. 

Still, he smelled a sinfulness in her. 
Women had thrown themselves on him for 
five years. Wherever he went, it seemed, 
cheap-pertumed things parted, lithe and 
yielding as the wind-blown Mississippi 
reeds of his boyhood; had parted first to 
receive whatever scrap of garish, stinking 
fame and glory they might, then later to re- 
ceive the grotesque wraith of that fame 
and glory. Every time he disgorged him- 
self in the mouth of whoredom, he cursed 
all women for what they had, to him, 
shown themselves to be. He turned on his 
wife, unable to see or to believe that she 
could be any different from the rest. He ac- 
cused her of adultery, and he struck her. 

Now a demon, or demons, inspired him 
to make accusations of a new sort, He be- 
gan to imply that little Stevie's death was a 
heavenly punishment for Myra Gale's 
sins. In the past, Myra had obeyed her 
husband's command that she attend 
church regularly (though he attended only 
rarely), but his new accusation brought a 
chill lo Myra Gale's teenage soul, and she 
ran to the Holy Spirit for comfort, praying 
no longer in mere obedience but rather in 
heartfelt need. A preacher at the Church of 
God on Highway 61 told her that the Holy 
Spirit could return the dead to life. For al- 
most two years following this revelation, 
she besought the Holy Ghost to breathe 
miraculous life into her dead son, to 
wrench him from beneath the awful dirt 
and deliver him into her arms. She took to 
the pulpit and declared her love for the Al- 
mighty, as her husband all the while con- 
demned her for her blasphemous hypo- 
crisy. When she was twenty and the Holy 
Ghost had given her no sign, she un- 
clasped her hands, cut her hair, and wept. 


Jerry Lee's contract with Sun expired on. 
September 6, 1963. Two weeks later, on 
September 20, he signed a modest deal 
with Smash, the new, Nashville-based 
subsidiary of Mercury Records. He re- 
corded prolifically for Smash, but he could 
not recapture what had been wrested from 
him in that fateful May of 1958, Hardly any- 
one outside of Concordia Parish knew if 
he was dead or alive. 

He had drunk and taken pills since he 
was a teenager, pumping piano in the 
Natchez honky-tonks, but he had allowed 
neither the liquor nor the pills to reign over 
him, Since the death of his son, however, 
he had grown more extreme, and whiskey 
and drugs were fast becoming as impor- 
tant a part of his life as God and music. 
The booze and the pills stirred the hell 
within him. At times he withdrew into his 
own shadow, brooding upon all manner 
of things: abominable, inutterable, and 
worse. At times he stalked and ranted in 
proud and foul omnipotence, command- 
ing those about him as Belial his minions. 
He was the Killer, damned to be, for as 
long as there were good and evil to be torn 
between in agony. He would sit backstage 
in a thousand dank nightclubs, and he 
would know this, and he would swallow 
more pills and wash them down with three 
fingers more of whiskey, and he would 
know it even more. He would walk like a 
man to the stage, with his cigar in one 
hand and with his drink in the other, and he 
would then pound the piano and sing his 
sinful songs, night after night, year after 
year. 

By the end of 1967, the record company 
had all but given up on Jerry Lee, and they 
planned to let his contract expire without 
renewal the following year. But on the 
cold, gray afternoon of January 9, 1968, in 
Nashville, Jerry Lee recorded a song 
called “Another Place, Another Time.” It 
was a straight country lament about booze 
and broads and loneliness, but the way he 
Sang it, it seemed to contain all the sad- 
ness in the world. 

The record hit the country charts in the 
first week of March, and it rose till it was a 
Top Ten country hit. 

It stayed on the country charts for more 
than four months, and it crossed over to 
the pop charts. For the first time in ten long 
years, Jerry Lee Lewis's voice was heard 
throughout the South and the land be- 
yond. He narrowed his eyes and watched 
that returned whore, errant fame, raise her 
skirt, and he felt her belly warm to his, and 
he threw back his head and he roared as 
he had never roared before. 

The hits kept coming. As 1969 began, 
Jerry Lee was the hottest country singer In 
the south, making more money than he 
ever had in his life. 

And he had done something he had not 
intended to do. He had stirred Elvis from 
seclusion. Since 1965 there had been no 
Top Ten pop singles for Elvis, no Top Ten 
‘country singles. Fewer and fewer people 
were buying his albums or paying to see 
his movies. In the summer months of 
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1968, when Jerry Lee's voice had once 
again come to be heard throughout the 
South, Elvis had gone into the NBC studio 
in Burbank and taped a television special. 
Broadcast on December 3, the one-hour 
show, “Elvis,” effectively revived both his 
career and his confidence. In July 1969 he 
performed in concert for the first time in 
almost eight years, at the International Ho- 
tel in Las Vegas, bringing an end to his re- 
treat from the public and renewing in Jerry 
Lee's heart the desire to wrest the throne 
of that kingdom that now, in 1969, no long- 
er was but behind the uncalm eyes of 
these.two unusual thirty-four-year-old men 
who lived in opposite parts of Memphis, 
Tenn. 

Fame continued to hold her skirts high 
for Jerry Lee throughout 1970. His concert 
price eventually rose to $10,000 a night. 
He bought his own plane, a DC-3, and 
hired his own pilot to fly him from. city to 
city, fortune to fortune, night to night. But it 
was not meant to last. The Devil's joke had 
just begun, 

Not long after Jerry Lee's thirty-fifth 
birthday, Myra Gale and he decided that it 
would be financially wise to make her the 
legal owner of their home at 5042 East 
Shore Drive in Memphis. On October 21, 
1970, they signed a document that ren- 
dered Myra Gale the landlord and Jerry 
Lee the tenant of their home. After signing 
the papers, Jerry Lee departed for a tour 
of Australia. 

He did not know that Myra Gale had 
hired two detectives the previous spring to 
gather evidence of his sins. i 

On November 9, while Jerry Lee was in. 


Australia, Myra Gale filed a divorce suit 
against him. Her bill of complaint accused 
Jerry Lee of various infidelities. She stated 
that since 1964 she had ‘'been subject to 
every type of physical and mental abuse 
imaginable," and that on several occa- 
sions Jerry Lee had threatened to “hire 
people to throw complainant in the river 
and to throw acid in her face."' And, she 
said, he “drinks constantly." Shelby 
County deputies served Jerry Lee with the 
divorce papers as he stepped from a 
plane a few days later. He stared at what 
the papers said, and he shook his head 
and swore. 

He was still suffering from his loss of 
Myra Gale when he learned on the day 
after Easter, 1971, that his dear mother 
had slipped into darkness and had been 
taken to Concordia Parish Hospital, She 
died there the following week, at the 
stroke of midnight, April 21, taking with 
her.a piece of her son. 

In the first dark hours of April 23, the day 
after Jerry Lee laid his mother beneath the 
dirt, a cruel windstorm swept through 
Memphis, Jerry Lee's Douglas DC-3 was 
moored at a private airport on Democrat 
Road. The Hecate wind, took that DC-3 
and hurled it across the ramp, smashing it 
against a parked Cessna. Jerry Lee went 
out and bought a-bigger plane, a Convair 
640 turbojet with twenty-six seats and a 
full bar. 

Three weeks later, on May 12, the di- 
vorce became final. A judge awarded 
Myra Gale the house near Coro Lake, 
$175,000 tax-free, and two Mark Ill Lin- 
coln Continentals. On September 3, four 


months after the divorce, Myra Gale mar- 
tied Peter Malito, one of the private detec- 
tives that she had hired to investigate Jerry 
Lee. 

A month later, on October 1, Jerry Lee 
was sued by a woman who claimed that 
he had verbally and physically assaulted 
her during his recent performance at the El 
Captain South supper club in Memphis, 
She complained that he had insulted her 
over the public-address system, that he 
had thrown a hardbound book at her, 
twisted her arm, and tried to drag her 
across the electric organ he was playing, 

On the following Thursday, October 7, 
Jerry Lee married a pregnant twenty-nine- 
year-old Memphis divorcée named Jaren 
Elizabeth Gunn Pate, They separated two 
weeks later, reconciled, separated again, 
reconciled, 

In the spring of 1973, he bought a sec- 
ond plane, a Cessna 340, and a new 
home, a fifteen-room manor on a thirty- 
acre tract in De Soto County, Miss. But his 
wealth had begun again to dwindle. The 
country hits became smaller and smaller, 
and none of them crossed to the pop 
charts. The $10,000 bookings became 
fewer and fewer. And the night began to 
wear the scent of sulphur. 


Itwas August 26, 1973, and Jerry Lee and 
his band had just flown into Memphis from 
a show in New York. They had landed at 
about one o'clock in the morning, and Jer- 
ry Lee wanted to roar. 

“We were real wired up and raving 
around the city,’ recalled Jerry Lee's 
drummer, Tarp Tarrant. ‘We had been in 
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several joints, and the Killer had almost 
gotten into a fight in every place, We finally 
went down to Overton Square, to TGI Fri- 
day's.. We had just sat down, and they 
were playing Jerry Lee Lewis records over 
the loudspeakers. At the table next to ours 
were two couples from Arkansas. The two 
men were giants and their old ladies were 
hogs. After a while, the men went to the 
restroom, At that time, one of the ladies 
said, ‘| hate this Jerry Lee Lewis shit 
they're playin'.' The Killer just turned 
around and said, ‘Fuck you, you old red- 
neck whore!’ and turned back around, 

“About two minutes later, a man tapped 
Jerry Lee on the shoulder and said, ‘Are 
you Jerry Lee Lewis?’ The Killer said, ‘The 
one and only.' The man hit him and broke 
his nose. We were so stoned we didn't 
think it was broken. | told Jerry Lee to let 
me take him to the doctor, but he. said, 
‘Hell, no, man. I'm rockin’! Besides, ain’t 
nobody can hurt the Killer." 

“Nine hours passed, and we had gone 
to several after-hours joints. By this time 
Jerry Lee's nose was swollen up real big, 
and he let us take him to Baptist Hospital. 
He just laughed and said, ‘One more bat- 
tle scar won't matter none.’ He was laid up 
in the hospital for a week." 


Jerry Lee had given his son, Junior, the 
jeep for his nineteenth birthday. Now, 
eleven days later, November 13, Junior fit- 
ted a tow-bar to the rear of the jeep and 
drove from Memphis to De Soto County, 
Mississippi, to fetch another car, a Ford 
XL, from a repair shop. He was driving 
back along Holly Springs Road, near Her- 
nando, at about eight-thirty that evening. 
He turned. The Ford that he was towing 
swerved round and hit the abutment of a 
bridge. It jackknifed and overturned the 
jeep. He was pronounced dead at 9:24 
PM. 

Jerry Lee claimed the body of his son, 
and he had the hospital people put it in a 
rubber sack. He took the sack to his plane, 
and he laid it in the aisle, and he told his 
pilot to steer south, toward Ferriday. 

On December 3, three weeks after Jerry 
Lee had laid his son beneath the ground, 
his wife, Jaren, filed a Circuit Court suit 
seeking separate maintenance and child 
support. She accused Jerry Lee of cruel 
and inhuman treatment and said that he 
and she had recently separated again. 

A month later, on January 7, 1974, his 
bass player, Hawk Hawkins, and his steel- 
guitarist, Charlie Owens, quit and filed sult 
against him for $8,000 in back salaries, In 
October the Cappaert Investment Corpo- 
ration filed suit against him for $100,838 
he owed in payments on the Convair tur- 
bojet he had bought three years before. 

On March 11, 1975, he performed at 
Bad Bob's Lounge in Memphis. He began 
arguing with a girl at the club, and he end- 
ed up taking a fiddle bow to her. Claiming 
that she had been "brutally and savagely 
attacked,” the girl filed suit against him, 
seeking $100,000 in damages. A judge 
eventually fined him twenty-five dollars for 
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striking the complainant, then fined the 
complainant fifteen dollars for breaking 
the bow. 

Amonth later, on April 11, Jaren filed for 
divorce, claiming that Jerry Lee had 
threatened her with bodily harm, 


He came upon Elvis in Las Vegas, and he 
said to Elvis, “You don't know what you're. 
doin’. You're just Colonel Parker's pup- 
pet.”” 

“Well,” said Elvis, “if I'm so dumb and 
you're so smart, how is it that I’m playin’ 
the main room and you're playin’ the 
lounge?” 


On the afternoon of September 29, 1976, 
Jerry Lee's forty-first birthday, his bass 
player of three years, Butch Owens, visit- 
ed Jerry Lee and Jaren at the Memphis 
house where Jaren resided. He brought 
with him a copy of Jerry Lee's new album, 
Country Class, which had been released a 
few days before. The two'men sat drinking 
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“Elvis killed himself 
over a broad,” said 
Jerry Lee. ‘‘It took five 
of ’em to put me in the 
shape I'm in today.” 
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and talking, while Jaren watched televi- 
sion in the living room, Jerry Lee pulled out 
a .357 magnum and pointed it toward Ow- 
ens. ‘Look down the barrel of this,’ he 
said. Then he aimed the gun to the right of 
Owens and said, ‘I'm gonna shoot that 
Coca-Cola bottle over there or my name 
ain't Jerry Lee Lewis." 

Then there was gunfire, 

Owens clutched the two bleeding holes 
in his chest and staggered into the living 
room, Jaren yelled at him for bleeding on 
her new white carpet. 

Owens was taken to St. Joseph Hospi- 
tal where he underwent emergency sur- 
gery. Jerry Lee was charged with shooting 
@ firearm within the city limits, a misde- 
meanor. 


At nine in the morning on November 22, 
he steered his $46,000 Rolls-Royce onto 
Powell Road, and he kept steering into the 
turn as ifit had never happened. The Rolls: 
flipped over into a ditch. He crawled out. 
The police were already there, and they 
took him to jail. He registered zero on the 
intoximeter, b ccording to police chief 
H. A. Goforth, “His tongue seemed thick. 
His eyes were bloodshot, and he was kind 


of unsteady on his feet.’ 

Ten hours after Jerry Lee was released 
from jail, he drove to Graceland, to the 
two-leaved gate. He waved his pistol, and 
he cursed the night. 


It was August 16, 1977, and Elvis was 
dead, facedown on his bathroom floor, A 
thunderstorm crossed Tennessee that 
afternoon. Two days later, police officers 
stood in solemnity along Elvis Presley 
Boulevard and saluted as the white Cadil- 
lac hearse rolled slowly by. They, the Kill- 
er's persecutors, saluted. 

“How did you react to Elvis Presley's 
death?" the man from the country music 
magazine asked him. 

“| was glad. Just another one outa the 
way. | mean, Elvis this, Elvis that. What the 
shit did Elvis ever do except take dope that 
‘couldn't git ahold of? That's very discour- 
aging, anybody that had that much power 
to git ahold of that much dope. All! did was 
drink whiskey. 

“Elvis, That sonofabitch died on dope, 
His heart was twice the size as normal. 
That's how much dope he took. |'m tellin’ 
you what he done. He was a dope addict. | 
am an alcoholic,” 

On December 14-15, 1977, he went 
into the studio and cut fifteen songs. 
These were the last records he would 
make for Mercury. Soon he would have a 
new label, Elektra. It didn’t matter, except 
for the advance. 

At one in the afternoon, February 23, 
1978, Jerry Lee was rushed to the emer- 
gency room of Baptist Hospital, suffering 
from respiratory distress. Soon after he ar- 
rived, reports flooded the Memphis news- 
papers and television stations. Jerry Lee 
Lewis, these reports said, was dead. 

On February 27, 1979, Internal Rev- 
enue agents converged upon Jerry Lee's 
De Soto County home. They confiscated 
his cars, his guns, his stereo equipment, 
and his furniture. ‘'! don’t think they'll ever 
bring my stuff back,” Jerry Lee told a 
Memphis reporter. ''And | don’t care if 
they don't. I'll go out and git me some 
more." 

He filed for a divorce from Jaren in the 
spring of 1979, claiming that he and she 
had “'not cohabitated as husband and wite 
since October 21, 1971."' On June 8, 
Jaren filed a countersuit, charging him 
with “cruel and inhuman treatment, adul- 
tery, habitual drunkenness, and habitual 
use of drugs.” 

A week later, on the night of June 18, 
Jerry Lee sat onstage at the Palomino 
Club in North Hollywood. He looked into 
the eyes of his audience and said, “Elvis 
killed himself over a broad. It took five of 
“em to put me in the shape I'm in today." 

Backstage after the show, a writer tried 
to interview him. “You've been married 
five times now. Do you—" 

“That's my fuckin’ business." 

"Do you know any more about women 
now than you did the first time you got 
married?” 

“Yeah, Pussy is pussy.” 


On September 11, after Jerry Lee's re- 
peated failure to appear in court, a United 
States District Court Judge in Memphis or- 
dered the absent and defaulted defendant 
and his estranged wife, Jaren, to pay 
$125,000 in damages to Butch Owens, 
who, three Septembers ago, had been 
told by his employer to “look down the 
barrel of this,” 

Seven days later, Internal Revenue Ser- 
vice agents returned to his ranch in Nesbit 
to claim more of his worldly possessions. 
After leaving the ranch, the agents report- 
ed to the county sheriff that quantities of 
controlled substances were to be found 
secreted in Jerry Lee's home. He was ar- 
rested at noon the next day. Wearing a silk 
ascot and smoking a corncob pipe, he 
told a reporter from the Associated Press 
that the bust was a setup. 

On January 15, 1980, Dr. George Ni- 
chopoulos sat before the Tennessee 
Board of Medical Examiners in the Mem- 
phis City Council Chambers, defending 
himself against charges that he had pre- 
scribed massive doses of addictive drugs 
tor the late Elvis Presley and several other 
patients. Listed among those other pa- 
tients was Jerry Lee Lewis. The white- 
haired doctor told the board that Jerry Lee 
was a drug addict and that he had been 
hospitalized for his addiction on at least 
three occasions since 1977. He said that 
Jerry Lee customarily took eight to ten 
capsules of amphetamine before every 
performance. 

“He was getting them off the streets,” 
Nichopoulos said. ‘'! was trying to control 
what he was taking, trying to limit what he 
was taking, until we could get him off the 
pills and show him that he could perform, 
without them." 

A few days later, after deliberating for 
fifty minutes, the board found Dr. Nicho- 
poulos guilty as charged. 


Not long after his forty-fifth birthday, Jerry 
Lee read in the newspaper that the IRS 
had auctioned off all the worldly goods, 
cars and guns and jewels, that they had 
seized from him. He read that the money 
brought in by this auction did not equal his 
debt and that the IRS wanted more. 

It was Cleveland or Toledo. Wherever it 
was, it was dark and raining hard. He 
turned on the television but found nothing 
but static. The static took on a strange, 
dreamlike clarity, and he began to 
swarm of vile insects. These were tI 
cipal demons, loosed from the brass ves- 
sel of Solomon. 

He shut off the TV, His heart beat fast, 
and he trembled. Turn on the lights, he told 
him But to get to the wall switch he 
must pass a mirror, He would turn his face 
away as he passed it; yes, that was it. But 
he was forty-five, he told himself, and he 
must be strong, not weak 

Jerry Lee Lewis spat out his unclean 
fear and took hold of himself, and he 
walked directly toward the mirror. But 
there was a furious beast in that mirror, 
and it devoured him. O+-4_, 
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other whiskey, you'll spot 
the difference in just a sip. 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 78 


“| knew exactly what he was doing, He 
would have shot me to a pimp and gotten 
a kickback for himself. And he was only 
the barber!"! 

A girl who falls for a line at the bus sta- 
tion—or out on Hollywood Boulevard— 
may end up with a harborer, someone 
who, while not a pimp himself, shelters 
young .runaways and eventually feeds 
them into the system, ‘These guys will 
have a one-room place," says Broad- 
hurst, “and they'll put ten girls in it. They 
just like to have little girls around, You 
know, it's kind of neat to be a dirt-bag, 
low-life person and have little people run- 
ning around in their underwear in the 
morning.” 

Even if a runaway can escape these 
preliminaries, she will sooner or later— 
usually sooner—have to deal with the re- 
alities of being cold and hungry in a 
strange city. There is only so much adven- 
ture, after all, to sleeping under a bush or 
in an unlocked car. ‘Say you get here," 
says Broadhurst, ‘You're fourteen, fif- 
teen—where are you going to get a job? 
The waitress jobs are all taken. So the 
choice becomes: either go home or sell 
yourself,” 

Enter the pimp. He may meet a runaway 
through a harborer or a bus station trick- 


catcher, or he may pick her up himself on 
Hollywood or Sunset boulevards. In either 
case the pimp will almost always present 
himself as a sympathetic, understanding 
person who is interested only in the girl's 
welfare, To the girl he becomes—for a 
time, at least—the understanding father 
she never had. 


While | was still at the hospital, | was going 
out on passes and | met this black guy, this 
pimp. Ata shopping mall, believe it or not! 
He said he'd do this for me, he'd do that 
forme He courted me and took me out 
and bought me nice new clothes .. He 
led me to believe he was so wonderful. He 
was a father figure, he was romancing me, 
he was taking care of everything | needed. 
So when the psychiatrist finally told my 
mom | would be better off on my own, | 
went to my house, took all my shit, and left. 
| went right to the pimp. He was the only 
one who wanted me. 

| was staying at a friend's house, and 
one night he came to pick me up. He intro- 
duced me to this girl named Brandy. She 
was his main lady. 

He said we needed money so we could 
get a house and have a baby. He told me 
to go to Hollywood with Brandy. | knew 
what was going on, but the idea of tricking 
didn't make a bit of difference to me. | just 
wanted the money, 

The first trick | turned I'll never forget. 
Brandy and | were standing on Hollywood 


“Frank, yours 1s the most impressive case 
of bestiality that |'ve ever seen!" 
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and Sycamore—that was my corner, It 
was about eight-thirly or nine o'clock. 
Brandy said, "Just watch traffic. Don't 
look directly at anybody. Pretty soon 
somebody'll stop,"" She told me how to 
make sure the trick wasn't a cop. If they 
solicit you, it's okay, because a cop can't 
do that—it's entrapment. You also look in 
the glove compartment and under the 
seats to make sure there's no radio or 
wires, 

Anyway, we waited for a while, and then 
this guy stopped. He was an Iranian. We 
went to a motel on Sunset and La Brea; | 
forget the name of it. We went into the 
room, Brandy and | both, and we both 
dated him. Then he paid us, and that was 
that. 

| worked for that pimp for about three 
weeks. Then the juvenile cops picked me’ 
up. | broke down and told them to call my 
dad, He came to pick me up, The only 
thing he said was ‘‘Next time you get putin 
jail, make sure it's not so far from home,"" 

When | got home, | found out they'd 
rented my room to some other girl, like 
they were replacing their bad daughter 
with a good one, The next morning they 
said, ‘Where do you want us to drop you 
off?'' | said, “Shit, drop me off at the bus 
stop. I'm going back to Hollywood,’' 


The pace of Sabrina's entry into the trade 
was relatively slow, a matter of months be- 
tween the time she met her pimp and the 
night she turned her first trick. For many 
others the transformation takes place with 
almost blinding speed. “Sometimes a girl 
can be in the system within a day,” says 
Williams. “There's a network of juveniles 
and prostitutes and runaways on the 
street, and within a day everybody knows 
the new girl. She's got a nickname—'Sad 
Eyes’ or ‘Goldie’ or something—and 
she's part of the scene." 

Once a girl is “owned'’ by a pimp, she 
becomes little more than merchandise 
and is expected to produce—as many as 
ten tricks a day at as much as fifty dollars 
each, The average for a good hustler,"* 
says Broadhurst, would be about two 
hundred to three hundred dollars a day. If 
agirl's got a pimp, he's going to keep al- 
most all that money, Maybe he'll give her 
five or ten bucks a day for necessities.” 

The girls' working lives are tightly regu- 
lated by their pimps. "They'll tell the girls 
what to charge," says Williams. ‘They'll 
give them a quota, how much money 
they're supposed to make—maybe two 
hundred fifty dollars a day or so, They 
even give them strict guidelines as to who 
they're supposed to take on as tricks. 
‘Black people will rob you,’ they say, even 
though most of the pimps are black, 'Mexi- 
cans get too drunk, and they take forever 
to get off, Get a nice little Orientalthey're 
usually not cops, they get off fast, they 
pay, they bow, and they're gone.’ "” 


| was turning tricks for thirty, forty dollars, 
fifty if | was lucky. If | had less than two 
hundred dollars, my pimp wouldn't come 
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Hollywood 
dreams 
the mind 


Yes, the tourists still flock to 
Grauman's Chinese, but the golden pow. 
der that settles on their knit shirts is not 
stardust but smog. And all this time 


Schwab's was only a drugstore, and Hol: = 
ging area for 


lywood and Vine a lour 
whores and pimps, pushers and drag 
queens. 

A reporter takes a vice squad tour of the 
ruins, Sergeant Williams and Detective 
Mike Gannon conducting. We're riding in 
an exquisitely nondescript unmarked Pin: 
to, which Gannon has made even homier 
by scattering old newspapers and Mc 
Donald pers on the floor and back 

t's all disguise,” he explains, "We 
certainly can't go around looking like 
cops 

We pull out 
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prostitutes, shootings and robberies"), 
It's early in the evening, about 7:30 on a 
Friday; yet In the space of two blocks Wil- 
liams and Gannon spot six prostitutes, 
most of them adult, On one corner a girl 
who could not be more than sixteen, a 
pretty girl who looks like a young Lee Re- 
mick, is soliciting two men ina parked car, 

As we drive, Williams begins to talk 
about another variety of juvenile prosti- 
tute, the “subprofessional’’ who turns a 
trick only occasionally, as a lark or to meet 
some momentary need. “These kids are 
more or Jess opportunists," he explains. 
“For them prostitution is just one aspect of 
a life-style that includes drugs—the latest 
fashion is shooting diet pills—stealing, 
you name it. 

“They hang out on the street, getting 
loaded, and all of a sudden they run out of 
money. So somebody'll say, ‘Hey, it's 
your turn to pull a trick,’ It's almost like a 
party," 

“You often tind four, five, six of these 
runaways sharing a crash pad here in Hol- 
lywood,” Gannon says. ‘They share food, 
drugs... Ithelps cut down the expenses, 
They also help break in the newer kids to 
the terminology of the street. It doesn't 
take very long for a novice to become a 
professional,’* 

We turn north to Hollywood Boulevard, 
then west to the*heart of the action: Holly- 
wood and Las Palmas, L.A.'s answer to 
Times Square. This is the former site of the 
Gold Cup Restaurant, which in its heyday 
Was so well known as a haven for run- 


aways, addicts, and prostitutes that It in- 
spired a song by Jackson Browne. The 
action there finally grew so frantic that the 
restaurant was forced to close, It is now 
the Asahi, a quiet Oriental diner, which 
serves only the normal Hollywood contin- 
gent of tourists and winos. 

“See those two young girls over 
there?” Williams says. He points to two 
fourteen-or-fifleen-year-old girls lounging 
against a theater pillar across the street, 
One wears pink shorts and a blue T-shirt 
that says Stormy, the other a shirt that 
says Bad Girl, There is nothing especially 
attractive about either. of them; in fact, they 
are curiously formless, as if their bodies 
were in the process of evaporating, ‘‘No- 
where to go, nothing to do,” says Wil- 
liams. “They'll turn a trick if they need the 
money.’” 

A block or so later three young black 
men step off the curb in front of our car. 
They are elaborately dressed in velour, 
floppy hats, and expensive lizard-skin 
boots. “Pimps,” says Gannon. “Popcorn 
pimps." One of them looks briefly into the 
car, a wise and furtive glance that is pure 
street. “They know who we are,” Gannon 
says. “They have to.” A heartbeat later 
the three pimps have disappeared. 

“Follow those guys for half an hour,”’ 
says Williams, “‘and you'll see a crime,” 

In all this talk of parents and runaways, 
pimps and prostitutes, there is a class of 
people that tends to be overlooked: the 
businessmen of Hollywood Boulevard 
and the residents of the quiet, palm-lined 


“And another thing, Johnson. Get your dick off my desk!’’ 
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streets that intersect it. "It's a big problem 
for those people,” says Williams. "How'd 
you like to own an auto parts store on Hol- 
lywood Boulevard, and every time a police 
car comes by five whores run into your 
business?” 

“The kids who live around here have a 
came called ‘Count the Whores,'" says 
Gannon. “I'm talking about ten-year-old 
kids.” 

“The residents are really incensed 
about it," says Williams. (Indeed. A few 
days after our “‘tour,’’ a group of residents 
on Mansfield Street—which intersects 
Sunset Boulevard—put up a barrier of 
broken bottles and old sawhorses to keep 
the prostitutes off the street. “This bloak is 
the best little whorehouse in Hollywood,” 
resident Avner Garbi told the Los Angelas 
Times. ‘On weekends it's fast sex right in 
front of our homes,” said another resi- 
dent, George Williams. “Cars bumper to 
bumper, forty to fifty prostitutes going up 
lo the car windows, asking the drivers 
what they want... "') 

Now, as we talk about the businessmen 
and residents—who, after all, are the peo- 
ple the police actually work for—the frus- 
trations of being a Hollywood cop start to 
surface. "The people in Hollywood want 
us to do something about all this," says 
Williams, “but at the same time we get oth- 
er people telling us that prostitution is a 
Victimless crime and we shouldn't con- 
cern ourselves with it.” 

Williams calls the Los Angeles County 
juvenile justice system ‘‘a complete joke. 
if we pick up/a teenager, we have to turn 
her over to the Probation Department, and 
off the kid goes to Juvenile Hall, If they can 
get ahold of someone at home and the 
parent or whoever says send her back, 
they'll dismiss the case right there and 
send the kid home—sometimes even pay 
for the plane ticket. Some deterrent, As 
soon as the kid gets home, she runs away 
again, and pretty soon she's back out 
there on the Boulevard,” 

The problem, at least from the point of 
view of the police, is that most juveniles 
are arrested not for prostitution, which is 
considered a crime under California law, 
but for being runaways, which is not. 
“Usually,” says L.A. County Probation Of- 
ficer Dan O'Brien, “if a runaway doesn't 
get sent home, she'll end up in what they 
call a SODA bed home (SODA stands for 
‘status offender detention alternative’), 
which is just somebody's house, some- 
body who's willing to take these kids. But 
there aren't any restraints, and the kids 
usually run away again within a few days,”’ 

“I've arrested some kids thirteen, four- 
teen, fifteen times,” says Larry Broad- 
hurst. "It starts to get ridiculous,”* 

The frustration takes a toll on the police, 
a toll in the form of forced detachment 
from their surroundings, from the people 
they deal with, from their very jobs. Mike 
Gannon, who shows every sign of being 
an aware and sensitive person, refers toa 
juvenile prostitute not as ‘'she"’ butas "jt." 
And no one takes his job home with him. 


~x00UCT OF SCOTLAyp 


Blended by Archibald Lauder & Company) Ltd., Glasgow, Scotland. Established 1834. 


1981. LAUDER'S SCOTCH = 80 PROOF. 100% BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKIES. IMPORTED BY HIRAM WALKER INC, FARMINGTON MILLS, MICH, 


GETTING WHAT. You. 
WANT IN BED 
ee Gece ae 


THE FINE ART OF 
KISSING 
Forget the old saying, 
that it's not nice to kiss and 

tell. Writer Jackie Lewis fills you in 

‘on the most sensual 
form of arousal going—kissing. There. 

are ways to use your 

mouth thal you never dreamed of. 


CALM DOWN AND 
SLEEP TIGHT 


There is finally an alternative to 
insomnia, anxiety, and Valium. As a 
matter of fact; there are lots of 


alternatives, and they're all 
completely natural, Crowell 
fills you in on the latest in aids 


and anti-stressants, 


THE MYTH OF 
MONOGAMY 


Nice girls don't play around, and: 
well-adjusted men marry and settle 
down. False, insists Rosemarie 
Santini, (n this controversial article 
she tells you why multiple 
' relationships just may be the answer, 


HOW TO STOP AN 
AFFAIR BEFORE 
ITSTARTS 


Affairs are aie Maa een -one killer of 
Paes Paley team up to tell. 
ie up 
tng Feu wal ny 
oul i 
yours or hers—is saying about 
your relationship. 


ond vials 


176 PENTHOUSE 


“Live thirty-five miles from here,’' says 
Broadhurst, “but | wish it was three hun- 
dred. You just can't worry about it or you'll 
find yourself getting dingy. | mean, you 
start thinking, ‘What if this was my kid?' 

"| don't get emotionally involved in this 
stuff," says Williams. “If | did, I'd go nuts. 
I'd go absolutely nuts.'* 

Still, cops like Mike Gannon are occa- 
sionally forced—if only by the presence of 
areporter—to think about the nature of the 
problems they deal with, Maybe it all 
goes back to the home, like they say," he 
says. ‘Lack of parental guidance and_all 
that." But he sounds bemused, uncon- 
vinced, as if this stock answer is at the 
same time both absolutely on target yet 
somehow absolutely, tragically wrong. 

If the police and the justice system can't 
control juvenile prostitution, if the girls 
themselves are largely incapable of regu- 
lating their own lives and destinies, what 
will happen to them? Even in the best of 
cases, when a girl somehow manages to 
beat the odds and return to some sort of 
normality, her sex life will be drastically af- 
fected, 


When you're tricking, you just turn your- 
self off, detach yourself from your body, 
You don’t feel a thing, even though you 
mighi act like you do. It makes you frigid. 

Since | stopped turning ten tricks a day, 
my sex life has gotten progressively bet- 
ter. I'm working on it. Butit's still not where 
| want it to be. 


Temporary frigidity may seem a small 
price to pay for the continual emotional 
battering of a prostitute’s life. But this is for 
the fortunate, like Sabrina. The vast major- 
ity of juvenile prostitutes simply never re- 
cover. “If these kids are exposed to this 
kind of thing for more than three weeks to 
a month,” says Gannon, ‘they're gone. 
They'll be into crime for the rest of their 
lives,” 
It can be even worse. 


| almost went to Japan, There's a Japa- 
nese Mafia that pays your way and prom- 
ises you ten thousand dollars in three 
months. A girl | know went there and just 
barely made it back. She looked like 
death, She said, ‘They'll never let you go. 
If you try to get away, they'll kill you." | 
guess most of the girls who went over 
there just never came back. 


Girls who stay with the trade may “‘gradu- 
ate”’ to an incall service or to outcall—the 
latter-day euphemisms for “‘whorehouse”’ 
and “call girl."" With incall, the girl will at 
least have a madam behind her for protec- 
tion and sometimes the force of the mob. 
The outcall girls are really far more vuiner- 
able. 


One of my good friends was a girl named 
Kimberly Ann Martin, She got into doing 
outeall. Well, she ended up being the elev- 
enth victim of the Hillside Strangler, 
There's a lot of freaks out there. 


Thankfully, not all the stories have horrible 
endings, Some girls do manage to climb 
out, According to Broadhurst, “Some of 
them just decide; ‘Okay, I'm going to be a 
waitress now,’ Some of them realize they 
made. a mistake and go home. They de- 
cide It wasn't so bad after all.’” 

Most, however, will need some sort of 
help, some sort of real, caring interven- 
tion. In Hollywood help is available from 
Children of the Night, the organization 
founded and run by Lois Lee—the same 
Lois Lee who once put her hair in ponytails 
to smoke out the trick-catchers at the 
Greyhound station. Lee started as a 
U.C.LA. graduate student in sociology, 
doing statistical research on prostitution. 
But she found it impossible to remain unin- 
volved, to see her subjects—particularly 
the young girls—as nothing more than a 
set of numbers, She then began taking 
some of the younger kids—Sabrina was 
one of the first—into her own home, and 
soon she found that she was in the helping 
business full time. 

“There's nobody In the system helping 
these kids,” she says. “The Department 
of Social Services won't help a prostitute, 
because if they give her money, how do 
they know she's not turning tricks on the 
side? The Probation Departments only in- 
terested if she straightens out her life, if 
she gets a job and shows. up for her re- 
ports."* 

Lee's approach to the problem is to sim- 
ply be there, available to the girls as pro- 
vider of a temporary bed or simply as a 
sympathetic ear. She exacts nothing from 
a girl except a promise from her to call if 
she's in trouble. “'I’m nota therapist,"" she 
says in explanation. “| don’t want to deal 
with the ‘why’ part. | want to deal with how 
I'm going to get a kid back on the right 
track, | guess I'm more like a mother or 
maybe a big sister.” 


Lois really helped me. She let me know 
that she really cared about me, and she 
was always available, with no strings: She 
helped me decide what my career's going 
to be. She built up my confidence, made 
me feel like | can do jt all by myself. | love 
her. 

But sometimes | go by the high school, | 
see the sixteen-, seventeen-year-old girls 
coming out, walking home, going on dates 

. | think, ‘What happened to that part of 
my life? | wish | could go back and do all 
that. | miss it.” 


I miss it still. Ot, 


Editors’ Note; 

The editors of Penthouse magazine would 
like to thank Lois Lee and Children of the 
Night for the cooperation and help they ex- 
tended to Bill Lawren in writing this article 
Children of the Night is a nonprofit organi- 
zation that is funded by private contribu- 
tions. Readers interested in supporting the 
social work of this organization. should 
write to: Children of the Night, 8730 Wil- 
shire Boulevard, Beverly Hills, Calif. 
90211. 
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FEEDBACK 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 53 
can citizenship in Moscow in 1959, and, 
humbly, myself, a Latin political-atfairs 
columnist in the early 1960s for the New 
Orleans States-Item, the only reporter 
ever to win two awards for public-affairs 
reporting from the American Political Sci- 
ence Association, 

| have no theory on who killed JFK, 
since Mr. Oswald did not inform me of his 
future plans at the time of the interview and 
debate —William K. Stuckey, Dallas, Tex. 


Art appreciation 

| would like to take a moment to commend 
your peerless photographers. Their enor- 
mous talent and robust imagination seem 
to be boundless. | have been temporarily 


paralyzed, on: many occasions, by their 
stunning visual effects. Simply stated, 
your photographers visualize my dreams. 
What impresses me most is your wonder- 
fully entertaining “Couples” pictorials 
Never before have | viewed such richly 
intimate encounters photographed so pro- 
fessionally: and within such rigid bound- 
aries of good taste and incomparable 
class. | thank you,—David Alan Smith, 
Hollywood, Fla. 


Justice for criminals? 

| am writing this, perhaps partly as de 
fense, but more as a response to your re- 
cent article in the October 1981 issue, 
“The Failure of the Criminal Justice Sys- 
tem,'' by Seymour Wishman. It appeared 
in the “Advise and Dissent’ column, 
which, thank God, was annotated with the 
word "Opinion." 
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The author, in my opinion, is narrow- 
minded and/or big-headed, | can’t say he 
is ignorant, because he is a lawyer, and 
that means he is fairly well educated. It is 
also my opinion that a lawyer is supposed 
to defend the innocent and not read and 
dig so far into the Constitution that a guilty 
criminal is allowed to go free. That's 
what's wrong with the American justice 
system today. 

Wishman, in his article, blamed the 
judges, prosecutors, and—worst of all— 
the poor street cop who is afraid to do his 
duty most of the time because of the hun- 
dreds of loopholes that lawyers have cre- 
ated to make it hard to convict a criminal. 

In the past, long before most of us were 
born, there weren't the problems with the 
justice system that there are today, mainly 
because then they dealt with the two main 
facts: guilt or innocence, not whether 
some cop asked you about the crime you 
had just committed before he went on to 
read you your rights or whether you 
claimed insanity, Back then, if you did the 
crime, you did the time. The justice system 
needed improving, |'ll admit, but it's just 
gone too far today. Only in these times can 
some slick lawyer get a guilty person off 
and back on the streets to rob you and me. 

Where but in this great nation can pris- 
ons and jails be falling apart and cities and 
States be spending millions of dollars to 
rebuild them when they have an automal- 
ic, mostly unused, work force right inside? 
Prisoners cannot be made to work unless 
they volunteer—and then they get paid for 
it! Shit, most prisoners have it better inside 
than a lot of people on the outside. All be- 
cause some lawyer is too worried that a 
Prisoner's rights are being infringed 
upon—the rights that he is supposed to 
lose in prison! 

| am not condemning all lawyers. We 
need good lawyers to defend the innocent 
and get the facts straight so that the guilty 
are punished and not set free. But, really, if 
we sit back and allow our basic Constitu- 
tion to be read into so much, soon there 
will be no real law and law-abiding citizens 
will have to take the law into their own 
hands and try to start over again with our 
legal justice system.—Todd A. Pasterski, 
Citrus Heights, Calif. 


Mr. Wishman replies; 
While a lawyer may not have any intellec- 
tual conflict with the legal ethics legitimiz- 
ing his efforts on behalf of a guilty client, 
the emotional costs to that lawyer can be 
high. The inescapable question is whether 
this is the way one would want to spend 
his time and skill. But the fact is that unless 
there are lawyers willing to represent even 
the most despicable client, the justice sys- 
tem will break down, 

lagree with Mr. Pasterski that our prison 
system is a disgrace. We are warehousing 
people who come out more dangerous 
than they went in. (And | get the impres- 
sion that the construction of new prisons is 
President Reagan's entire housing pro- 
gram.) But anyone who thinks prisons 


aren't terrifying atrocities doesn’t under 
stand what it’s like to be locked up in one, 
even for a few minutes. | 


Cure and prevention 

1981 
“to the 
tayoun Clinic, a New York skin clinic that 
was forced to c ing when the 
F refused to accept Edouard Hayoun's 


article 


documented proof that he could cure 
acne 

have had bad acne and acne scars 
and am getting a bit desperate, Could you 


tell me if Mr 
where? Is 
him? 

request 


Hayoun is still operating any. 
there a way | might reach 
Name and address withheld upor 


Mr. Meyer replies 

Mr, Hayoun has given up on American bu 
reaucratic boondoggle and retired to isi 
el. Now based in Tel Aviv, Hayoun 
teaching and lecturing throughout Europe, 
to prevent him from 
J to people that he has a cure for 


where there is no FTC 
proving 


ly for the hundreds of loyal | 
lents—whose testimony to the 

efficacy of his treatments was ignored b 
Washington's red-tape ar 
leaving the U,S., Hayoun turned his busi 
ness over to a New Jersey skin care cen 
Gladys Glass, a dermatological r 
1 RN, is president of the five: year-old 
Medic 


—be/or 


Hayoun's distaste for the * 
t od of acne treatment. Glass 
fiv ensed cosmeticians wi 
have all been trained by Hayoun and are 
now continuing treatment on 110 c ¢ 
rant 
ilass, ‘who had gone to everybody and 


tried everything, and Hayoun was the only 


one who gol it under control. 


CosMedic Enterprises i 


Hayoun's New York City teleph 

ntact them directly, write 

1999 Route 70, Cherry Hill 
or call: (609) 424-25 16, | 
Waving 
| would like to congratulate Catherine Hill 
er on her fabulous short story “The Wav. 
ing’ (September 1981). Itwas writte 
superb imagination much. in 
pressed with the plot, It seemed complete 
ly plausible. The idea that people might be 
able to create stupendous sexual rapture 
in others just by their force of will is a chill 


ing, if tempting, thought 
My first thought z 
val a ¢ 


eading the 
would make, | 
as. the 


at movie 
lane For 


can just see aminent 
psychol t who knows the story and will 
soon reveal it, 17 the government's 

ay (similar Shina Syndrome), | 
and Jerry Lewis as the bitterswe 


late lover! What do you think? Pleas 
this suggestion on to Miss Hiller. 
for The Waving 


ard Si 


Edy 
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How To Make It 
Thru The Week. 


This stimulating variety of pleasure packed condoms can help 
YyoU aid spice to your love life Monday through Saturday. Each 
‘ne lubricated with SK-70 and individually tested fo reliability, 


‘ROUGH RIDER, Bold, rough, and ready with 468 probing pleasure 
Studs from head to shaft. Still thin enough for you to feel every 
tingling sensation, 


BAREBACK: Sensitive. Super thin for the natura feel of naked 
skin on skin, Like wearing nothing at all, 


SULTAN-Textured. Our newest condom. Form-fting shape with 
hundreds of ribs that let you enjoy her every response, 


TAHITI Colorful, sensuous, and as stimulating as a fantasy 
More fun when it comes in colors. 


HUGGER, Made to fit snugger. Preshaped to fit every contour 
A sensitive as a second skin, Keeps you harder longer 


PRIME: Sliky and slick. Transparently thin. To hee — slippery 
and sensuous. To you — the ultimate in sensitivity. 


1982 Stamford Hygien 
FREE WITH ANY ORDER! 
‘3 FREE TEXTURED CONDOMS. 


DYNAMITE BONUS - 
FREE SEXUAL HOROSCOPE WITH ANY ORDER! 


STAMFORD HYGIENIC CORP., Dept, PP-19 Visa) MasterCard ($10.00 Minimum on charges) 
114 iManhattan St., P.O. Box 932 a “ar 
‘Stamford, CT 06904-0932 Hag No, —_—_ Lis gop 
$5.50 12 Rough Rider Condoms be leew = 
$5.50 Assortment of 15 Condoms. NAME. 
$11.00 Deluxe Assortment of 40 Condoms. ADORESS 
J pe. textured condoms with order only, . = 
Free Sexual Horoscope with any order ary. STATE 2p 
My birthdate is: Money back guarantee. Shipped in discreet packages. Over 800,000 


alist 


“New 40 page Catalog 606 (Fee with any oe 


All assortn 


customers. 


vee 


ead teare 


ments include Rough Rider, Bareback, Suttan Textured, 
Tahiti, Hugger & Prime. 


Surprise encounter 

On behalf of a friend and myself, | would 
like to congratulate you on one of your 
Penthouse Pets, After seeing this girl and 
hearing her talk, we just had to sit down 
and write to you, 

My friend and | were just walking down 
the street when we saw the most beauliful, 
sexy, and sultry looking girl we had ever 
seen. We had to try talking to her. She was 
very polite and sweet and said she would 
love to "chat" but had a very pressing 
schedule, The gentleman with her said 
that she was with Penthouse magazine, 
that we could hear her on the radio the 
next day, and that her name was Salona. 

We, tuned in to that station the next day. 
To our amazement, she was sweet, articl- 
late, intelligent, and very informative! After 
hearing Salona tell what Penthouse has to 
offer editorially—and if one-tenth of the 
girls are anything like Salona—then you 
can count on us to become regular cus- 
tomers, In fact, my friend summed it up in 
one sentence: ''lf God made a woman bet- 
ter than Salona, he kept her for Himself." 

Thank you for making us realize that 
there is at least one beautiful woman you 
could have a great time with at night and 
still want to be with the next day—Dale 
Kirsch and Mike Sikora, St. Louis, Mo. 


Having babies 
| came across Emily Prager’s essay “In 
Praise of Child Substitutes” (May 1981) 
as | was cataloging my husband's back is- 
sues of Penthouse. | was hurt by her arti- 
cle. As | read it, my mind went back to the 
day when my doctor told me, “You can 
never have children.” | doubt Ms. Prager 
knows what hell is or what heaven is. 
Heaven was the day my daughter was 
born. Heaven was the day | saw my hus- 
band's eyes when the doctor handed him 
his new baby, a child made by pure love. 
Ms. Prager, have you ever seen a man 
drunk with happiness? | doubt it, for if you 
did, you would never have written that arti- 
cle! | believe you are not a whole woman 
unti] you give birth. | breast-fed my daugh- 
ter for eleven months and did so with 
pride! | was told by many men that! was a 
helluva woman. Did you know, Ms. 
Prager, that a lot of men find breast-feed- 
ing sensuous? And that pregnant women 
are sexy as well as sensuous? My hus- 
band and | had one great sex life and still 
do! And as | was a well-dressed pregnant 
woman, | received more male attention 
than a woman with the ideal 36-24-36 fig. 
ure. My husband was so proud! 

| truly hope you can experience the 
overflowing ‘love you feel when a child 
looks at you and says, ‘Mama, | love 
you.''—Paula Tolleson, Villas, N,J. 


Not having babies 

In the September 1981 issue of Pent- 
house, Emily Prager writes, in "Playing 
God," that she finds it hard to believe that 
we are still arguing over abortion in 1981. 
Quite clearly, itis because of the polarized 
attitudes (such as hers) on both sides that 
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the issue remains a Mexican standoff. [ 
just happen to be against abortion on de- 
mand. 

In my. mind, it remains bona fide, prima 
facie evidence that a woman who de- 
mands an abortion with no valid reason 
does so simply because she doesn't want 
to be faced with the burden and inconve- 
nience of having and perhaps raising a 
child. That is no valid reason to have an 
abortion, 

| don't care whether one believes in 
God or not. Murder is the taking of an- 
other's life in a malicious, unlawful man- 
ner. If you are a believer, then it is against 
God's Commandments to kill. If you don't 
believe, then there js still the statute of law 
made by civilized man to be reckoned 
with. Either way, murder is illegal, always 
‘was, and (let’s hope) always will be. 

As far as women being forced to mother 
children they don’t want is concerned, it 
seems to me that there are people who 
have been standing in line for five years to 
adopt children, So, don’t offer the child's 
future in a hostile environment with its nat- 
ural mother as a legitimate excuse to have 
an abortion. 

It is ridiculous to refer to a fetus as a 
“wad of cellular tissue.'' From the very 
moment of conception until death, that 
“wad” is a human being. The fact that it 
has not yet progressed to the point where 
he or she can speak for itself, stand up for 
its own rights, or vote doesn’t make it any 
less a human being. It is not too hard to 
imagine the day when people like Emily 
Prager will be able to justify murder of un- 
wanted babies already born. 

| would like to ask just what was wrong 
with 1954? As faras | am concerned, the. 
fifties were the best decade of my life. 
Since then, I've seen an erosion of respect 
for the law and of the respect of children 
for their elders, as well as a general trend 
toward more and more permissiveness, It 
used to be that if you ‘got out of line,’ you 
got your ass kicked! Today, thanks to Dr. 
Spock and the do-good social reformers, 
you get a halfhearted reprimand for doing 
wrong. After all, this is 1981! Anything 
goes! Make up the rules as you go along! 
Chaos! If a law seems outmoded, simply 
disobey It! 

Yet, among the “liberal,” contemporary 
folks there are those who are chastised for 
daring to be “conservative"—for insisting 
‘on respect or, if not respect, at least ad- 
herence to the laws of civilized man! 

This country was founded on the prin: 
ciple that each man is responsible for his 
actions. The pro-abortion women are de- 
manding to be excused from their age-old 
duty to see to it that a human Inside their 
bodies is afforded the same rights they 
have. 

| think | now see the ulterior motive for 
the pressure being applied to pass the 
ERA Amendment: it would serve as an ex- 
cuse to legitimize abortion! After all, if men 
are not expected to bear children, then, in 
the name of equality, neither should wom- 
en!—T, C, Seed, Aurora, Ill, 


COLLEGE STUDENTS 


Improve your grades! Send $100 for your up- 
to-date; 306 page, term paper catalog, 
10,250 papers on file, all academic subjects, 

‘Research Assistance |/322 \dcho Ave. 
#2068, Los Angeles, CA 90025 (213) 477-8226 


CONFIDENTIAL DEVELOPING 


Kodacolor 12Ex. 4.50, 24Ex, 8.10, 36Ex. 11.70 
Ektachrome Slides 20Ex. $3.00, 36Ex. $4.00 
8mm Movies $3.50. Color reprints .30 
Five Color copies & neg, of Polaroid $2.35 


P.O, Box 4958P 
Spectra Photo ice Ne 9201 


STRONGEST OTC STIMULANT AVAILABLE, OVERTIME 
caffeine plus methionine 90/$14.00 360/49,00 
ISLAND BRANO® SUPER BLACK - our strangest tray 

stant tablet plus caffeine 36W/520.00 

BRAND® DIET AID CAPSULES = sustain -released 
75 mg. phenylprapanolamine HCi - no catfeine - diet plan 
Included 90/$10,00 

Pe, ue pee: 1531 
Wo personal 
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The following letters are reproduced ver- 
batim, including spelling and grammatical 
errors. 


You filthy scum!! Repent. Everything you 
say about Dr. Falwell is a lie. It is people 
like you that bring Gods judgment on 
America. Repent. Warning: Revelation 
21:8 states that all liars (Yes you too) are 
destined for an eternal lake of fire. Repent., 
Your sin of lying about Dr. Falwell, Gods 
servant, is a stench in the nostril of Al- 
mighty God. Repent, or be judged. The 
Lord watches you this very hour granting 
permission for your heart to beat again, 
patiently calling you to repent, It is the 
Lords permission that you draw another 
breath of the Holy Gods atmosphere. Je- 
sus Christ will set you free if you turn to 
him. John 8:36.'He will lift you and all of 
Penthouse International out of your miser- 
able, wretched, condemned existence, 
into an abundant, joyful, eternal life, but 
warning: The vengeance of the lake that 
burneth with fire and brimstone awaits 
those who reject, or ignore salvation. 
From the—First and the Last, even our 
Mighty Master the Lord Jesus Christ, 
whose Eyes are as a Flame of Fire whose 


Countenance is as the sun shineth in His 
Strength—In Christ Pete C, Ramirez (Call- 
fornia) 


| am a part of the Moral Majority who be- 
lieve in pro-life, prayer in the classroom, 
creation and in getting the filth out of the 
newstands including ones that lie. | know 
you have to make a profit but lying about 
Dr. Falwell is really tacky. I'm angry that 
you would do that. | believe in freedom of 
the press but not in slander. | hope you are 
totally ashamed of what you did’! hope 
you would repent (change your mind) 


from your wickedness and experience | 


peace and joy in your life through Christ by 
receiving and believing in him. Repent be- 
fore it is too late—Ramona Kawaharn 
(California) 


itis inhuman for anyone to write lies ina 
magazine about such a fine young God 
given prophet as Jerry Falwell, and | hope 
that you repent before its too late. | really 
don't like what you've been saying about 
him. | know you need a savier, you need to 
get out from around all the fake plastic 
faces, lies, parties and all the weird trips 
and come out from among the world to be 
seperate because thats the only way you'll 
have any peace. Thats all Dr, Falwell is 
saying. That is his message. Oneday you 
will say | wish | had done that too just wait 
in time you will see—a Jesus follower 
(California) 


| find your magazine absolutely atrocious 
and disgusting, but the thing that really 
disgusts me is that you would print any- 
thing even slightly derogatory about Dr. 
Jerry Falwell. Magazines like yours are 
partially responsible for the growing deca- 
dence of this country. A good man like Dr. 
Falwell should be supported in seeking to 
aid America in turning back to God, not 
degraded as you have done.—Lisa Peters 
(California) 


| have always known that your magazine is 
a worthless piece of trash that corrupts the 
minds of millions of people, | have also 
known that your articles are nothing but 
fabricated stories designed. to increase 
your profits. Through all of this | have kept 
silent. But when you publish articles that 
lie about a good and righteous man such 
as Dr. Jerry Falwell, | find it my duty to 
speak out, You have lied about a man who 
seeks to help America return to a respecti- 
ble status. A status that our founding fa- 
thers tried to develope. It is men like you 
who are a threat to our nation, not men like 
Dr. Jerry Falwell. | believe that you owe Dr, 
Falwell a public apology, | know that mil 
lions of Christians and non-Christians 
stand with me. | say to you, repent—Kel- 
vin R, Davis (California) 


Corrections: 

The dress worn by DiVina Celeste on last 
month's cover is by Donna Parker, New 
York. The January Pet of the Month was 
photographed by André Berg. Ot>_ 


Gcscrce of Lore 


For The Sensuous Sexual Experience of a Lifetime. 


JEROME MILTON INC. 
Enclosed find 9 check © 


P.O, BOX 39158 
money order in the 


Stimulates you to new heights in 
sexual enjoyment - for that sensitive 
moment in time that lasts forever. 


Sexually fulfilling for couples or 
singles, 


An excitingly pure and natural re- 
sponsive cream with. Vitamin E. 


Free brochure on love-making 
with every order of Essence of Love. 


Essence of Love will be delivered 
in plain mailing tube, 


ORDER A TUBE TODAY FOR A 
MORE ENJOYABLE TOMMORROW 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60639 


amount of $9.95 for 4 months supply. 
Minois residents add 60* for Illinois sales tax. 
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- MEDICAL 
BREAKTHROUGH 


IN HAIR REPLACEMENT 


Now, with our special cosmetic 
technique, you can have a full 
head of hair in just a few hours. 
It's medically approved and per- 
formed by qualified medical doc- 
tors. It is not a hair transplant, 
hair-weave or toupee. It is a 
method by which hair is attached 
to your scalp. You'll look younger 
and even feel younger! You can 
swim, participate in sports, and 
even make love without fear of 
embarrassment. 


6) € 


— 


~ 
For further information concerning this process... 


contact: 
HAIR DIMENSIONS™ by 


YOUR HAIR, INC. 


245 East 63rd St., Dept. 278 | N.V., N.Y, 10021 


(212) 751-1740 


‘The closest thing to your own hair. 


Subliminal | 
Seduction Tapes 


put more on their mind 
| than just good music... 


Have you always wanted to seduce women without even trying? 
Better yet have them seduce you! Now you can as easy as turning on 
Your stereo with Audlo Sublmvnal Seduction, This program originally 

8 sonsuat subconscious 
ual desires will add an 


enjoy tl 
J Quest Suddenly develops an uncontrltabe ur 

Just make idle conversation. Guarantee yoursel a 

ever rot yore 

Selected cassette and 

classic. 


beautiful musc that mos fis the mood ofthe evening as 
140 more than 
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. programs available in popular and moog 
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‘eat | 
Mast he MIDWEST RESEARCH INC. H 
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! Pontiac, Mich. 48054 | 
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14.95 cassette) LP.) 
| —— audio subiiminal incl nd cece 1 
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EXTRA 


A compendium of bizarre, idiotic, 
lurid, and ofttimes witless driblets of information 
culled from the nation’s press 


EXTRA 


© HARDTIMES, INC. 


ALLTHE NEWS THAT'S PRINTED TO FIT 


VOL. 1, NO. 2 


REAL VAMPIRES LIVE AMONG US!, 
EXPERT CLAIMS 


There are at least 21 real 


vampires secretly living in the 


U.S. and Canada today—and some even admit they murder 
humans for blood, claims a parapsychologist who has taken 


a census of North America’s 

Stephen Kaplan, director 
of the Vampire Research 
Center in Elmhurst, N.Y., 
says the vampi are up to 
300 years old but look amaz 
ingly young-thanks to the 
blood they ingest 

Kaplan, who has studied 
vampires for 10 years, com 
piled this remarkable census 
through August 1980 by inter: 
viewing vampires who re 
sponded to appeals he issued 
on radio und TV talk shows. 

He said he promised never 
to reveal their identities in ex- 
change for frank interviews 
about their lives. *’They have 
this craving for blood ¢ 
live to a vast old age: 
are some elements in the hi 
man blood that slow down the 
aging process-—so much so 
that modern vampires can live 
up to 300 years. 


PENTH 


vampires. 


Gave Sex 
For Blood 


“When they can’t get hu- 
man blood, they drink blood 
from cows, dogs, cats and 
other creatures such as 
birds, lizards and snakes.” 

Kaplan said one attractive 
blonde vampire looked to be 
in her 20s—but “she was actu. 
ally in her 60s and never used 
an unwilling victim. She gave 
sex for blood 

“Twatehed her drink blood 
from a willing victim. L 
watched her use a scalpel to 
make several incisions in the 
body and drink some blood.” 

Some vampires admitted to 
being killers, saying they 
preyed mostly on hitchhikers. 
Others, however, said they 
merely rendered their victims 


said half a gallon.” (National 
Enquirer) 

A question of individual me- 
tabolism, no doubt.-Editor 


unconscious and took a little 
blood, leaving them alive 

“Some vampires said they 
need two pints a week. others 


EVERY MAN FOR HIMSELF DEPT. 
Love Could Destroy America 
In Event Of A Nuclear Attack 


America’s civil defense leaders could desert their posts 
during a nuclear attack because of a crazy system that 
forces them to choose between family and duty. 

‘The inhuman plan calls for civic leaders and military 
personnel to retreat to the | nuclear holocaust 
safety of fallout shelters~ | First: Find the man who 
leaving their wives and | created the plan, Second: 
children to the horrors of a | Look at his wife. Editor 


Pained Dentist Stages Bridge Raid 


Idabel, Okla.—Dentist Curtis Brookoyer, angry with a pa- 
tient’s refusal to pay for her false teeth, went to her home and 
yanked them from her mouth, 

Brookover, 38, says he was bitten on the finger during the 
struggle for the $600 den- | ney. She 1s taking the matier 
tures. The patient, Lee Ann | to court. (N.Y. Daily News) 
Stoval, 53, deniesitand says | After giving hima real mouth- 
Brookover bruised her kid- | ful, of course.—Editor 


Science: 
Masturbating 
For Fun And Profit 


AMOROUS BIGFOOT STALKS 
WOMEN ONLY 


A gigantic Bigfoot with a fondness for females has struck ter- 
ror into the hearts of women who fear the giant creature will 
carry them off into the night. 


‘They don’t discuss it publicly, but a number of prominent sci- 


e 
glass tubes, 


's have been approached and asked to masturbate into 


The perverse scheme stems from an attempt by the Reposi- 


tory for Germinal Choice to 
ensure that couples can 
produce high-IQ offspring, 
The plan, which attracted 
widespread criticism when it 
was first announced neurly 
two yeurs ago, nevertheless 
has continued. although the 
Repository’s location is secret 
(it's believed to be somewhere 
near San Diego, California), 
The Repository is also secre- 
tive on how many women 
have been artificially insemi- 
nated and how many infunts 
have been produced as a re- 
sult. 

To get your sperm into the 
Repository, you have to dem- 
onstrate “outstanding creativ- 
ity” in one of the physical sci- 
ences (all American Nobel 
Prize-winners have been up- 
proached by the Repository 
for donations of sperm. but it 
will not say how many of them 
consented.) Those wanting to 
be impregnated by such alleg- 
edly high-level sperm have to 
pass an IQ test: they then se- 
lect which donor's sperm they 
want to use after looking over 
descriptive summaries of 
them. ‘Total cost to get such 
sperm is about $100, 

Who gets to lick the spoon? 
Editor 


The hairy, putrid-smel 


more than a dozen people- 
almost all of them women— 
in heavily wooded areas 


George Mitchell has spent most of his adult life behind bars 
because he can’t control his strange compulsion-to stomp on. 


women’s feet, 


said of his crazy way of play- 
ing footsie, 

Over the past 13 years, 
he’s been arrested more than 
40 times for stomping the fect 
of women on the street, And 
he’s spent nearly 1 years in 
the pokey as a result, 

“I've never seen a cas 
quite as bizarre as this one.” 
said Criminal Court Judge 
Hohn Drapter of Nashyille. 
Tenn, 

In January, he sentenced 
Mitchell to a year in the 
county jail for stomping on the 
feet of women at a sidewalk 
art show, 

Mitchell, who's black, only. 
stomps on the fect of white 
women, (National Enquirer) 
Tell us about it.-Editor 


JESUS CHRIST SUPER STUD 


Jesus Christ was one of the 
top sex symbols of his time— 
and may even have been 
married, says a respected 
clergyman in a book that's 
split Christian leaders, 

Rev, Harlan Musser, pastor 
the Robertson Memorial 
al and Reformed 
i, Plorida, be- 
lieves that Jesus had a tremen- 
dously powerful sex drive 
which caused him both plea- 
sure and anguish all his life, 
“Jesus was a very sexy man, at 
real man.” Musser, 61 years 


of 


"old, told GLOBE, 

“He was a sex symbol to 
the people of his day, just as 
much us any singer. actor or 
personality of today 

Musser also takes the con- 
troversial stind that Jesus was 
married, and may even have 
fathered children, (Globe) 
Imagine: Tormented 
Symbol Plays the Son of God! 
Next: The Return of God, God 
Goes to Washington, The 
Bride of God, King Kong 
Meets God, and Gad Strikes 
Back!-Editor 


The only thing 1 ever get out of this 


‘Don Foster Nashviie Banner 


QUOTES 
OF THE MONTH: 


“Sometimes people miss the 
gentleness in my films 


Steven Spielberg, director of 
such gentle films as Jaws 
and Raiders of the Lost Ark. 


ig animal has been sighted b 


around Chesapeake, Va, 

The most recent sighting 
was by a 24-year-old woman, 
who spotted the seven-foot 
creature as she drove toward a 
campsite in Northwest River 
Park. 

“At first I thought it wats at- 
tracted to food cooking over a 
campfire,” she said. “But 
now [think the creature is at- 
tracted to women. It’s scary 
to walk about alone now, I 
don't want to be carried off 
into the woods by that thing.”” 
(Weekly World News) 
Beggars can't alwayy be 
choosers.~Editor 


“A nickel here, there, and 
the first thing you know the 
whole thing is gone."'~ 
Harold Wisell, former trea- 
surer of Manchester, Vt., 
who embezzled up to 
$150,000 from town ac- 
counts. 


EDITOR’S 
NOTE: 


We welcome your contributions for future “Hard Times” 
columns, Send clippings to: Hard Times, c/o Penthouse, 
909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022. 0+ 
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I you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 
aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 
| would like to offer you two things that may 


| change your mind: | 


1. A guarantee | 
2. Another guarantee | 


First, we quarantee your privacy, Should you 
decide to order our catalogue or products, your 
transaction will be held in the strictest con 
fidence. 

Your name will never (never) be used for 
additional mailings or solicitations. Nor will it 
be sold or given to any other company. And 
everything we ship to you is plainly packaged, 
securely wrapped, without the slightest indica- 
tion of its contents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction. 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection is 
the result of extensive research and real-life 
testing. We are so certain that the risk of dis 
appointment has been eliminated from our 
products, that we can actually guarantee your 
satisfaction-or your money promptly, unques- 


What is the Xandria Collection? | 


Itis a very, very special collection of sexual 
aids. It includes the finest and most effective 
products available from around the world. 
Products that can open new doors to sexual 
gratification (perhaps many doors you never 
knew existed!) 


Sexual Aid 


How to order them 

without embarrassment. 

@ How to use them 
without disappointment. 


Our products range from the simple to the | 
delightfully complex. They are designed for both 
the timid and the bold. For anyone who's ever 
wished there could be something more to their 
sex life. 

If you're prepared to intensify your own 
sexual pleasure, then by all means send for the 
Xandria Collection catalogue. It is priced at just 
three dollars which is applied in full to your 
first order. | 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing to. | 
lose, And an entirely new world of enjoyment 
to gain. 

CC tteteetententents | 


The X 
P.O. Box 31039, 


\stia Collection, Dept. PH-0s-82 
San Francisco, CA 94131 


lass mall, my copy af the Xandria 
Enclosed is my check or money 
fh will be applied towards my 


[ft purchase 


J Same 
i] Address = 
I City 


tioningly refunded. |p ste 


2ip 


Our catalogue and products ave sent only to adults over 


the age of 21. Your age and signature are needed below. 


years old, 


D sige 


xan 5 ok se 


Void wnere promised by law 
a 


land soft ‘mude-took’ rubber 
{eet natural to Ihe touch 
(ne size Mal 2 pr. $14.9901 pe 57.99 


‘VENUS GARTER BELT (#106) 
Lush Lace, Hooks easly in back and 
han ajuetadie gartars. The open 
Pagk:A- Boo’ ren 's dynamite, 812.99 
(21824.98) in SM-L. Pink, Lemon, 
oige, Hed, Black, Whto. XL size 
518:99 2/830.99), 


Call for 
Make up 
Sessions 


EXCITING BOOK BY MICHAEL SALEM 
HOW TO IMPERSONATE A WOMAN $28.00 


poco 


PO Box 1781, Dept. PH-382, FDR Station, New 
tenctone perment ini LEASH CHECK CMO 


rr) 


MAIL TO: MICHAEL SALEM ENTERPRISES, INC. 


TO Chere my order on: CBA TMC, (AX, CALL (212) 371-6877 


HOUSE OF 
INSTANT 


GRATIFICATION 


TREASURE CHEST (#108) 
New improved strap-on t 
‘chest. Changes your ent 


(Latex’ Torso, Easy to puton, 
light, comlortabl 
Now you can 


SATIN CINCHER 
(#105) pulls you in 
where you want to be 
slim. Givos you that 
“HourGlass Figure.’ 
Sizos 24:34, $29.99 
White or Black with 
removable garters. 
S208 96-40, $34.99 


Now with foam inserts 
for extta bounce 
Reduced from $99.95 

Now 569.95 


SPIKE HEEL ‘Hand 
made. This classic pump 
with pointed too Is Imported 
from Germany (not made in 
Hong Kong), An in-st 
tem. Made of superior 
ually biack patent leather, 
pecial introductory offer 
for this hard-to-get 
Only $109.95, Sizos 5.134 
Indicate Maile or Female, 
when ordering, 


ALL MAIL SENT DISCRERTLY IN PLAIN WRAPPER, = =e mm moe on me 


ie oe eT For Information 


York, NY 10150 Jocal retail outiete 


call (242) 371-8877 


Mame 
aaarens 
iy 
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PENTHOUSE 


or aia 996-1777 
nd use 
[your creat cara. 


‘and Auber Clothing 
Catalog $45.00 
ow have Color 
matic Catalog $5.00 
—— al 
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makes my cock stand on end, | have no 
problems with this fetish, and itdoesn'tin- 
terfere with my enjoyment of sex without it. 
But one thing does bother me, and this is 
that I've never heard or read of anyone 
else with the same fetish, | would appreci- 
ate it very much if you printed this letter 
and asked any of your readers who share 
this fetish to write descriptive letters to 
your column so that/ would know that |am 
not alone.—J.B. 


Well, | guess we've heard plenty from the 
leather and rubber freaks, but what about 
unusual fe! I'd like some letters 
from readers who dig not only corduroy 
but also other offbeat fetishes so that we 
can compare notes. 


STUD-STOMPING 
| am presenily a student at a communily 
college. | would like to share my experi 
ences with your readers. During the fall 
semester of 1980 | meta girl, call her Mar- 
cia, who had grown tired of guys who be- 
lieved they were real studs. Her friend told 
me'that Marcia had an unusual talent. She 
called it ‘muscle fuck.” When | asked her 
to explain, she told me that Marcia could 
fuck a guy dry by using her thighs and in- 
terna/ pussy muscles. She then went on to 
tell me that most guys Marcia dated lasted 
only a few minutes. It was for just this rea- 
son that Marcia was thinking the hell with 
men. 

| talked with Marcia soon after that and 
asked her if what her friend had said was 
true. Without blinking an eye, she said it 
was, | then explained to her why | wanted 
to know about her sexual feelings. It 
seemed to me there were too many ma 
cho studs on this campus, and | was plan- 
ning a way.to destroy a few of them. | 
asked her if she would help me get rid of 
four that | knew—Dave, Tom, Allen, and 
Steve. To make a long story short, Dave 
fed thirteen minutes. Tom, on the other 
creamed the loudest. 
is year we plan on getting rid of eight 
In the spring we're going for twelve. 
so you will know we mean business, 
the four from 1980 are still attending sex. 
ual-therapy classes. One even had a 
nightmare that he was eaten by a pussy. 
Whal exactly is a muscle fuck, and can it 
be dangerous? By the way, | had a very 
enjoyable summer.—K.S.D, 


When | was in Bangkok, | allended a live 
sex show whet girl actually uncapped @ 
soda bottle with the muscular strength of 
her cunt, | can swear it was no trick, since 
the public was permitted to feel up her va- 
gina shortly before (he closed bottle was 
put on stage. Now, with your friend’s pus- 
sy, it sounds as if she should be behind 
bars in a zoo rather than prowling around 
the college campus, fucking up the libidos 
of otherwise healthy young men, Ot-_ 


Jreams 6@* 


Potions ~ 


fRECTION 
CREME 


ar id = 
Some will help you get it on and make it 
last! Some will help you take command 
& be in control of every sexual situation! 


172-PROLOONGING SPRAY: Spray it on to 
keep it up and up with the touch of anyone's 
finger! $5.95 
175-Placebo HARD-ON PILLS: Take just 
minutes before you need them and feel that 
new surge of confidence when you need it 
most! $5.95 
178-Postiche SPANISH FLY SUGAR: The 
cube that melts in her drink and sweetens her 
up. Get ready—light her fire! $5.95 
184—Maximus BIG-MAN CREAM: Helps 
you get it up and keep it up. Rich, luxurious, 
and fragrant, It will be there whenever you 
need it! $6.95 
193-Spurlous STA-HARDER PILLS; When 
you need instant security to get that supreme 
erection, pop one of these. (Not more than 
‘one for her sake). $5.95 
199-Spurious NYMPHOS DESIRE 
POWDER: Just a little can turn into all you 
ca handle as you watch her heating up. 
95 
202-Placebo KNOCKOUT PILLS: You'll 
have the support you'll need to score a 
knockout. She won't remember a thing she 
didn't like. $6.95 
226-Postiche SPANISH FLY DROPS: The 
mere legend of Spanish Fly will arouse her to 
new heights of passion as she longs to make 
these magical drops into liquid lightning! Just 
$6.95 
232-ERECTION CREME: The deep heat 
action to help it start, grow and last! $4.95 
254-Timed Release ERECTION +: These 
caps keep releasing their special formulation 
over many hours so you can achieve maxi- 


mum staying power. $7.95 
2 1822 uy Prous, = 
Dist Century Products, Dept CMJ205 

2105 Lakeland Ave., Ronkonkoma N.Y. 11779 

Sirs: Please RUSH me the items cirlod bolow. | have 
enclosed my ona ‘Of M.0. plus $1.00 per item postage & 
handing (NYA Gi, res. add sales tax) for a grand Tota 


#199-85.95, 
#199-55.95 
#202-56.95 


#226-$6,95 
#232-$4,95 


| 41755595 
#254-87.95 


#178-$5.95 
| wiesss.os 
[Name 


Signature 


. 
a 
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PURE SEX! 


Photo Books Hotter 
Than You Ever Imagined! 


The most explicit cinema books ever 
Printed! Hundreds of giant color 
shots exactly as they appear on 
film! Famous XXX stars and 
gorgeous new models perform every 
act, combination and variation for 
you. Books so thick and action- 
packed you'll save them for years. 
PLUS each of over 500 films 
depicted can be purchased if you 
choose! Try them for 30 full days— 
ifyou return them, for any reason, 
we will issue a prompt refund, no 
prey asked! SWEDISH 

ROTICA (Bk. #322: 320 pgs., 300 


Tisk Century Products, 
2105 Lakeland Ave, Ronkookoma, NY 11779 
J Mess uh ete oo ede Rl. iy 
check of mo. fs enclosed (add $1 50 p&h per 

Book, NY Bt. res a sales 

NOTICE: SIGNATURE REQUIRED FOR ORDER TO 
| se stiereo! 

\ dele hatam ap adult io 2) aso ag ot 
{am pure tase sey sented mater fr my 
inate vets Some andl ot ete mate 
Arh mies Vet that 
ase abe US Creator 

aging renga phe mate 


V saszesiass 
) #309-99.95 
SAVE $8.90 C] #336-all thee for $36.95 ppd. 


(3. 333-$16.95 


films), UMITED EDITION (Bk. #333: 


COLL 
176 films). 


© 192 Zia Canary Prades, 


248 pps., 208 films), DIAMOND 
¢ction (Bk, #309: 48 pgs., 
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Lose 4-6 inches of bulging fat 
BEFORE we cash your check! 


Let the Shrink Wrap System reduce a combination of your waist and hips, NOW! 


Let Us Take The Risk! 

Use the Shrink Wap System to reduce a cambination of your 
waist and hips, FAST! Just il out the coupon below an post: 
ate your check tor 30 days trom today" Youll pay nothing 
Tow (not for 30 days), but we wl sond your Shrink Wrap 
System NOM! Try’. Use it Watch inches disappear it 
tor any reason you are not delighted. send it back We wil 
Tetum your chesk or money order, UNGASHED! Even f you 
Send i back later, we'll stil refund your purchase price 
ver 196,000 satisfied customers make us bold enough 
tomake this super quarantee! 

Thats right! 4-6 inches starting the very first day! Science 
has known about ths prinepe for years. Infact right now 
professional and amateur athates the world over are using 
In ther training programs. And many famous entertainers 
whohave to tm down fast elyon this method. Now. you can 
Use your Bodys own heat to melt away inches Irom your 
Waist, yourhips-— anywhere! 


Don’t Hold Fat In... Lose It! 
Plastics and elastics are merely flimsy 
just squeeze itin, But the Shrink Wrap S\ 
fast! The belt is adjustable, so you can put isometrics to work 
toning loose muscle tissue whenever you want. And, our 
easy exercise program helps you shed unsightly inches 
even more rapidly 
Ityou want to go aven further, your waistline, hips, and other 
problem areas will continue to shrink when you use the 
Shrink Wrap System lo-cal eating plans thal won t leave you 
hungry. There's something for every itestyi@. You can use it 

often as you need it lo keep those inches off 

‘Shrink Wraps strong quality construction has added benetits 
which give soothing, invigorating support to tired, tense back 


Girdles 
7 


1 The Now Body Bout 
edlors Aue Patchogue. N 


sa & Mastercard holders 


Call TOLL FREE! 


24 hours a day— 7 days a week 


1-800-228-2606 


muscles, while helping you trim away inches easily and com. 
fortably. i's. working nght now for thousands of satistied 
buyers and it can be working for you, i you order now! 


Real People Lose Pounds and Inches! 
Here are the impressive stones (all sworn and notarized) of 
2 few outstanding users, Everyone may not do as well, Dut 
it they can do this well, just fynk how many pounds and 
inches you wil ase quicly with the Shrink Wap System! 


“LLOST G INCHES IN 16 DAYS!” 


‘Ive lost 5° from 


waist and 6° from nvy hips over w 12 
day perlod. My oy A 


ight loss was 18 Ibs.” 
Dr. J. Loe Briers of New Cast 


“1 LOST 5 INCHES OFF MY WAIST & 5 INCHES OFF MY 
HIPS! | am amazed at the way Shrink-Wrap works. 1’ 
recommend il to everyone!’ 

Helena Smith of Vandalia, Michigan 


Delaware 


1 LOST 9 POUNDS: 
WEEKS! It's just unbelievable that it ook so little time and 
‘effort to produce such amazing results! 

Robert N. Nilsen of Mechanicsburg, Pennsylvania 


4 INCHES OFF MY WAIST IN 2 


Shrink Wrap System, Dept. BMJ205 
20 Medtord Ave., Patchogue, N.Y. 11772 
Sirs: Ihave enclosed my check or m.o. Please rush me the 
Super Action Shrink Wrap Systom. If for any reason | am 
Rot satisfied i return it within 30 days fora prompt relynd 
Of my purchase price, no questions asked! | Check nera 
if you want us to hold your check or m.o. uncashed for 30 
| cia: @ ct. res. add sales tax.) 
Waist size (Women’s). 
Rush 1 belt at $19.99 plus $1.50 pah 
Rush 2 belts at $37,99 plus $2 p&h 


| Wastsze tens) 


|""——— 
pou Disa acct. # 


Expir 
(107) 


MC Interbank # —— 


Test RMJ208 


9) DEMANDS OF AWESOME WELLS 
9) OF VINCENT VON FRANKENSTEIN, 


AA TRA OF CAST OFF CLOTHES 
LEADS AN ELDERLY FIGURE DOWN 

TOA PRIVATE BEACH IN THE SOUTH 
OFFRANCE: «1. HE STANDS. a 
MESMERIZED BY A VISION OF 
UNPARALLELED SEAUTYS = 


Bee oF WE CLAUSTROPHOBIC 
CLUTCHES OF HOWARD HUGE, 
FREE OF THE OVERWHELMING 


AND FREE OF THE EXPLOITATION 
SWEET CHASTITY ABANDONS: 


HERSELF TO THE FRESH EMBRACE 
OF THE SEAssecevecescssceses | 


ITE SUN FILLED SURF FOAMS AND 


YEAWLVEANS WE KNOW YOU VE SEENIT 
ALL BEFORE! BUT /TS STILL PRETTY 
POWERFUL STUFF, /EN'TITP 


PLEASEISAY 
sOULL STAY 
WITH MEP 
PLEASES 


MYACCOLNTANTS 
WILL GETEVERY 
~THNG YOU 
NEED, CLOTHES 
THAT SORT 
OF THING — 
UST GIVE EM 
YONEL/STS 


? 
femy PASSIONATE 
c= LITRE GUY, 
> Cli 


THAT/S PAVLO PIGZASSO, 
MAM SELLE [EVERYTHING 
HIE TOUCHES BECL 

WORK OF ARTS 


DOES THAT 
MAKE ME 
WORK OF 


NO PROBLEM 

ITALLCOMES 
UNDER |, 

EXPENSES? 


ITB A BEAUTIFUL 
HOUSE, MR PREZASSALE f 


NOW COME 
AND SEE 
THE HOUSES 


YOULL STAY WITH 
MB, WON'T YOU? 


YOURE VERY SWEET~ 
BUT HOW CAN/ 2 YOU 
ANOWNOTHNG ABOUT ME! 


KNOW WHO YOUARE/ THE PAPERS HAVE 
CALLED NOU" THE PERFECT WOMAN? — 
AND YOUARE! | ASK NOTHING OF You—1 
MAKE NO CONDITIONS { JUSTLET ME 

PANT YOU? GIVE ME THIS CHANCE 
70 DO SOMETHING WORTHWHILE— 
BEFORE 17'S TOOLATEL 


(78 PIGZASSO, 
MY DEAR —BUT 
YOU MUBT CALL 
ME PAVLOS 


WE VE GOTACASH 
FLOW PROBLEMS 


BUDGET DEFICIT 
OR THIS MONTHS 


THE ROME 
EXH/S/TION? 


WANTS AN 
NTERVIEWE 


(¥ 


=, | i} 


THERE ARENT 
ANY PAINTINGS P 


COMMODITIES 
PRICES Wik 


IE THERES ANY THN OU 

CONT LIKE ABOUT THE 

HOUSE — JUST HAVE /7 
AEDECORATED S 


WE VE Gor TD SORT 


OT The PETALS OF 

YOUR PARIS AND 
NEW YOR 

EXHIBITIONS 


SVERYTHNGE READY FOR 
YOUR DAILY GUCTA, Sie! 


ay 


THEME WITH 
TRIVALITIECL/ AKIN 
THE THROES 


oF 
INSPIRATION £ 


ALL THE SIZES ARE RULED 
OUT ON THE CONVEYOR 
CANVASS 


EMPTY ALL THE 
WASTEDARER 
BASKETS -/ WANT 
ALL THESE RELECTED 
SKETCHES MOUNTED 
AND FRAMEDS 


MY PICTURES ARE ALL. 
SOLO BEFORE THEYRE 
PAINTED — THEYRE 
ALSO ONE OF THE 
STRONGEST CLRRENCIES 
IN THE WORLD TODAY! 


ff B27 KOU WANT SOME 
| OCTWRES AROUND 
teem) 124 SEND CUTICA 
FEW REMBRANDTS: 

FoR you? 


ITB ALL TAX DEDUCTABLE 
— MAINTENANCE 
OF BUSINESS PREM SESS 


THIS(S BIGI CETA CABLE 
Ra OAK 7° REUTERS — We SS 


Rem CM ORASLY N70, 
AEW PE} 


A TOTALLY 
ODS 


THERE /8 ONLY ONE 
REALLY CREA: 
ACTooers 


Fino soswzercuasriry | 


BEGNE A NEW L/PE 


WANTS BO JONS OF CLAY AND 7S 
MORE CANVASES, Lehn 
L/BT CF COLANES, 


REVELS INA © 
pp P 
(RREMVED | 


| Reason ms 
LEFT HIM veoee 


TELL THEM 
/ NEED ssae 


OREAT CREATIVE 


| TALENTS — OR HAS 


Hl SUPFPERED A SET 
BACK FROM A SURFETT- 
DP SWEET OHASTITVP 
YOULL HAVE TO WAIT 
ONTtL MEXT MONTHS 


PROBLEMS IN SEX? 
GET WHAT EVERY MAN NEEDS 
FREE! !TRyOUR SAMPLES FREE!! 


(° A New Dimension OY Sexual Delight 
Jenteal formated t9elp you get an | 

erection, whn rubbed on th 

flow internally giving you a 

harder ang larger penis tora 

Not Gevting i Up Lately? 

STAPOWER PILLS al 

For Aerie RiseEretion Supreme { 

\mulating eect. Leal tora baling ho ne 
&h and on: What mare can we 
aid by he name of tnese great 


‘Add A Liltie Spice To Your Life 
IMITATION SPANISH FLY PILLS. r 
Unbelievable In Thoir Eltect a 
Authontic spanish tly jm 


Guaranteed To Make Her Ho 
IMITATION SPANISH FLY AND GINSENG 
re Up? You Can 


a 1nd mixed into our Spal 
all we can say is Wow!! Gin 

‘oat and if you think you've been t 
ain't seen nothing yet car 

drinks and food 


Complete Control For The Overeager Male 
STAPOWER CREME 
Now you Can Go On and On and On 
Does early climax stop many 
nt a. 


t Goes Down Ei 
LIQUID SPANISH FLY IMITATION 
And Makes Things Hot And Hard 

hard of el her ho Sama 

nly ina pleasant tasting qui 
iy iood or drink, completely undotoct 


For A Better Erection That Will Astound You And 
Delight Your Partner 

ERECTION PILLS 

Results Are immediate And Long Lasting 


Don't Use This, Unless You're Ready To Go All 


Oia NyMPHO CREME 

Apolied ina thin im to Ine vaginal is, this orlenta 
She'll cum again and again 

man who gave her this thniling experien 

fed fo heat up even tha most figihe 


IMPORTANT! SAMPLES ARE FREE. BUT WE MUST ASK $1.00 FOR EACH 
SAMPLE ITEM ORDERED for postage and handling. Order as many different 
samples as you want. Use the whole ad as your order form. Check box next 
to each sample you want and send it together with remittance and your 


name and address to: 


ERIK OF SWEDEN SAMPLING DEPT. PH-382 
P.O. BOX 468 COOPER STATION NEW YORK, N.Y. 10276 


DON'T FORGET TO ENCLOSE ORDER REMITTANCE AND NAME AND ADDRESS 


WE'RE ALL WEARY 


OF THIS “PLASTIC-WORLD”! 
So ... Let’s get back 


to nature's own 


100% REAL RUBBER 


—Clothing for both sexes— 


THE SENSUAL “FEEL” OF WEARING 100% 
RUBBER CLOTHING IS SO VERY EXCITING 
—IT DEFIES DESCRIPTION!... YOU'VE 
JUST GOT TO TRY IT! 

Rubber clothing actually induces a beau- 
titul feeling of individuality to the wearer, 
and RUBBER attracts interesting people as 
tho’ it were magnetic. 

We've got Latex-Rubber, JEANS, Tights, 
Slacks, Rainwear, Swimwear, Exercise 
Suits, Briefs, etc, 


BEST QUALITY RUBBER & 
LOWEST PRICES ANYWHERE!! 


SEND $5 FOR NEW, LARGER CATALOG 
(Deductible from First Order) 


APPEALING IDEAS, INC. 


Dept. W-3 
150 East 23 Street 


New York, N.Y. 10010-4599 
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“THE WORLD'S ONLY SEAMLESS 
LATEX-RUBBER JEANS 
AT OUR LOW PRICE”! 


DEVIL'S WORK 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 61 


us or speak to us again, it would be all 
right, as long as it was her decision and 
not the decision of the mind manipulators, 
We did not want to control Kate's life—we 
wanted to save it 

| was finished with justifying my case 
against the Moon cult to many of my col- 
leagues ‘in the media, especially those 
who defended the First Amendment at any 
cost. The less they knew about thought re- 
form or brainwashing and mind manipula- 
tion, the stronger the defense they 
presented. | knew that the First Amend- 
ment in Kate's case was her death certifi- 
cate. Anything that impeded saving her life 
was irrelevant, 


JANUARY 31, 1979 

| sat in the late morning in the TWA depar- 
ture lounge at National Airport, fighting my 
old battle with worry and anxiety. Details 
have always bugged me, and loose ends 
are an abomination, and | was up to my 
eyeballs in both categories. All | had were 
three amateurs waiting in Denver. No pro- 
fessionals to make the pickup of Kate, no 
writ of conservatorship good in Colorado, 
no well-stocked safehouse with a depro- 
gramming team standing by. And | did not 
know what kind of security measures the 
Moon organization was taking to greet my 
arrival; they knew of my earlier attempt to 
rescue Kate, 

After an hour's delay, we were airborne 
in a 727, with a stop at St. Louis. There 
was another delay in St. Louis, and the 
flight was now scheduled to land at 4:00 
P.M. Denver time instead of 2:00 p.m. My 
adrenaline continued to flow. 

| reeled down the ramp, trying to clear 
my head, | hadn’t had any real sleep since 
last Thursday in Paris. Smile, | told myself 
Exude confidence and for God's sake 
practice heavenly deception, 

There was Kate—it had been over three 
years since | had seen my daughter. She 
had a shy smile as | hugged her, and de- 
spite what my wife had told me, | was 
shaken by her appearance: the blotched 
complexion and the fatigue etched in her 
face, her blond hair cropped in a bowl 
haircut, and she was 30 pounds over her 
120-pound weight. She was wearing a 
light raincoat over a thin dress and a pair 
of sandals even though the temperature 
was below freezing. Her companion, a 
young man, who | thought to be around 
eighteen years old, was wearing a wind- 
breaker, a shirt and tie, and clean but wrin- 
kled trousers. What the hell! | didn’t look 
too well myself. Both Kate and her com- 
panion, John, whom she introduced as a 
cult leader, wore the frightening 1,000- 
mile stare of mind control. 

John told me they had a car as he 
snatched my small suitcase from my hand 
and started walking toward a stairway 
within the airport. "The car is parked be- 
low on one of the ramps,” he answered 


LOVE NEST IN FREE! PORTABLE 


Bring the whole world of 
adventure ylation and 


SEX FESTIVgy 


SAN FRANCISCO! _ HAND MOVIE PROJECTO! 


Now also available in 
Video! 

Beta II CODE 43331 $49.95 
VHS CODE 43349 $49.95 


; 
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X-RATED BEELINE fs SPURIOUS 
DOUBLE NOVELS Suggest ‘ | SPANISH FLY 


Dovs! 
‘CODE 00888 JUST $19.95 


ILE NOVELS 


yi 
THE TRANSSEXUALS i : COLLECTOR’S 
A ph "| EROTIC TRIO 


SN PUNO RS f : g ues, | PACKED WIT 


TOS an 
habits and techni 
rach of 


filled with explicit xt A 
sure-fire sexual Wur-cn! THREE 
EROTIC NOVELS FOR JUST $9.95 
CODE 01368 


Reg 8 #15503 $29.95, 
Sop 8 15511 $29.95 
Beta I 15537 $49.95 
VHS 15545 $49.95 


MR. BIG! 
LOVE Even ifshe wants 
DROPS —_ |? 201 jn 


SPECIAL! PERSONALLY AUTOGRAPHED 
COLLECTORS' EDITION! CODE 00166 $24.95 


uF Valentine Products, In¢ Dept. HP325 


PHOMANIAC mt ero . Box 2 M 
DR Peis 4 psy 2 J) ush er ve ci t ‘ : | 


CODE 46708-$29.95 Code 18503~$29.95 CODE 01388—$ 9,98 ; 
Code 46714~$29.95 Code 18511-$29.95 Code osz07-$ 8.98. | S$ i] 
BRS Code 06023—$ 8.95 Code 18537—$49,95 Code os488—$ 4.95 © __Subotal 
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when | asked where we were going. 

| looked frantically about for my security 
team, but there was no sign of them. ‘Wait 
a second,” | stalled. “Have you made a 
motel or hotel reservation for me? | forgot 
to do it.” 

When John said they had not, | suggest 
ed that we find a hotel reservation center 
in the airport and that we solve that prob- 
jem here. Walking down to the next level, | 
noticed there was still no security team. 
Where the hell were they? Below a large 
board naming motels in Denver, there 
were a series of direct-line phones 

“How about a Ramada Inn?" | said 
brightly as | saw Joe, one of my boys, sidle 
up near us, a piece of paper in one hand 
and a pen in the other. My opinion of the 
security team soared 

Johin called one of the several Ramada. 
Inns listed on the board and made the res 
ervation. Joe, still scanning the board, ap- 
peared to be taking the addresses of 
various places, 

“Imagine that," | said in a loud voice, 
“You can just pick up the phone and make 
the reservation for the Ramada Inn at 
16500 West Colfax Avenue!’ 

Joe was six feet away from us 

Kate and John didn't appear to even no- 
tice my insane shouting, although the peo- 
ple around me gave me very strange 
looks. | figured that no matter what hap- 
pened next, my security team would be 
able to follow us or, for God's sake, even 
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be there waiting at the motel. | breathed 
easier and shouted once more. “Let's go 
down to the ramp garage and get your car, 
John,” 

| sat in the back of the car and put on the 
rubbernecking act of a tourist in Denver in 
order to peer oul of the back window. No 
car seemed to be following us; Joe must 
have given Sonny our destination, and 
they were headed for the motel and would 
be waiting there in the parking area. May- 
be we would pull it off! 

Our route turned out to be one parallel 
to Colfax Avenue; only someone who 
knew city streets like a Denver delivery 
boy could have made it, John even cut 
across supermarket parking lots and exit- 
ed on'dirt roads behind the store itself, If 
anyone was following him, John could not 
fail to see the car. | shuddered with relief 
that} had been able to shout our destina- 
tion to Joe 

We were nearly at the turnpike that goes 
to Boulder and Cheyenne when John cut 
into West Colfax, and we started traveling 
east, past the Denver city line into Lake- 
wood and the motel. | was impressed and 
scared with his route, and | felt eighty-five- 
years old as | signed the credit card chit. It 
was just §:00 p.v., and there was no sign 
of the security team. 

| asked for a room away from the nolse 
of the traffic on Colfax and was given a 
second-story room far from the registry of- 
fice, There was an exit from the motel be- 
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low my room; so one did not have to use 
the main entrance, 

John was clearly in command, howev- 
er, and suggested that we leave immedi- 
ately for supper and then go to a movie or 
to the Moon center. With a voice that 
whined like an old man’s, | begged that we 
rest a while and chat. 

| asked John to tell me about himself, 
tried to draw him out. He said he was 
twenty-seven-years old and had been a 
member of the Unification Church for five 
years, He was Jewish, he said, but that 
was all wrong, he had told his family, who 
lived in Scarsdale, N.Y. As | stared at his 
tennis ball eyes, his rictus of a smile, he 
looked to me like an exhausted high- 


school rior, 

As his programmed responses droned 
on and on—"inner,"’ “outer,”’ “subject,” 
“object,” ‘seven-year plans''—| watched 


Kate turn the TV set on and click to each 
channel, not watching. She interjected 
When John took a breath, "You see, Pa? 
Do you understand?" This was not my 
daughter. Who was this person staring at 
me with Kate's eyes? 

It was now 5:30 p.\w., and | moved to the 
phone, dialing Sonny's Denver motel. No 
answer at his room; | was bewildered and 
felt a new touch of panic. Then | dialed a 
friend at the Washington Post. 

“Larry, old buddy—could you check 
home and see if | left a briefcase in the 
bedroom?" | told him that | had discov~ 
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ered that | had misplaced some important 
papers. He asked how it was going. There 
was worry in his voice. He was a veteran 
of many clandestine operations. 

“Yeah, it's great," | said, ‘‘I'm sitting 
with my daughter and another Unification 
Church missionary in a motel in Denver. 
First time I've seen my daughter in three 
years,” 

“For chrissakes!"’ Larry exploded. 
“Where's the security team?" 

“Lost, too," | said, as though referring 
to an article in the briefcase, 

“Can't you reach the team at their mo- 
tel?” 

“Just tried there, Larry. He seems to be 
out, but I'll keep calling.” 

| said no to his offer of calling the motel 
of the security team, thinking, perhaps un- 
Clearly, that it would make it that much 
more difficult to get through to them. | gave 
Larry my room number and the phone 
number of the motel and signed off. 

Another call to Sonny's motel, under the 
deception of a call to a colleague in Wash- 
ington. No answer. The motel switchboard 
operator confirmed she was ringing the 
right number, | was past panic now and 
somehow had arrived at the eye of a hurri- 
cane. Praise for the UC flowed from me; 
questions about the international aspect of 
the cult poured out. | was animated, and 
my interest could not be doubted. 

Robotlike and maintaining eye contact 
with me, John went on a Unification 


Church interpretation of the Communist 
menace and then on to Korea's impor- 
tance in the scheme of international af- 
fairs. Kate hardly spoke at all, except to 
act as a one-woman claque for John's 
points on UC doctrine, | didn’t want to 
dwell on her personality change. 

Wearily, | reached for the phone again. 
This time—it was nearly 8:00 P.M.—Sonny 
was on the line. ‘Where are you, where 
are you, where are you?” 

“Hi, old pal,’’ | said in my most hearty 
manner and launched into my lost-brief- 
case query. Sonny was outraged. "What 
the hell are you talking about?” 

“That's right, old buddy.” John now 
was listening and watching me. The stall 
had gone on for three hours. | was running 
out of time. Even in his spaced-out mind, 
he knew something was not quite right. 

“Yes, sir, old pal,” | crowed over Son- 
ny's bewildered questions, “I'm sitting 
here with my oldest daughler and one of 
her great companions in the Unification 
Church. We have had a great talk for the 
past three hours. If you find my briefcase, 
call me at this number’’—/ gave the room 
and telephone numbers—"and if you 
have any problems with the numbers, as | 
do in France, it's the number for the Ra- 
mada Inn at 16500 West Colfax Avenue in 
Denver. You got that, old pal?"’ Sonny re- 
peated the address. 

“You what?” | said excitedly. ‘That's 
great! Look, we're going out for dinner, 


but we'll wait a few minutes for your call 
back. Thanks a million!" 

| beamed at Kate and John, "My friend 
thinks he knows where the stuff is, and he 
will call back in a few minutes. I'll try to 
make it up to you for this long delay.” 

We then chatted about Satan and his 
evil ways. | warned John—in my Mad Hat- 
ter's role—to beware of false prophets, 
especially, as the’ Bible put it, of those 
false prophets who pile up treasure on 
earth, John glanced sharply at Kate, and 
there was a soft knock at the door, It was 
8:15 P.M, 

| opened the door, Sonny, Joe, and 
Frank filed in. Sonny produced a copy of 
the Illinois writ of conservatorship, and | 
told Kate | was taking her away for a little 
while, John demanded to see the writ, and 
Sonny held it for him to read. 

“| don't know if this is valid!" John 
gasped, lunging for the telephone. “Our 
lawyers will have to see it!”” 

‘Not today!" Sonny said, He wrenched 
the phone from John’s hand and un- 
screwed the mouthpiece, tossing it behind 
the’ bureau. 

John looked around wildly as Kate 
screamed at me: "You can't do this! 
They'll rape me and kill you!’ John 
weighed less than Kate, and he seemed 
even smaller now. | assured him that there 
would be no violence, that everything was 
legal, that he should go home and forget 
the whole thing. 
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| edged everyone out the door. Frank 
and Sonny had Kate by the arms. Sonny 
blocked out John, and | trailed them, car- 
tying the suitcase and attaché case. Son- 
ny's car was parked below, facing the 
back exit..it was a four-door Chevie rental 
with Colorado plates. The plates were 
smeared with muddy snow. 

Then everything went to pieces. Kate 
started screaming: ‘Kidnap! Kidnap!"" 

Doors were flung open on the court, and 
| saw several blurred faces, Afraid that 
they might interfere, | shouted, ‘I'm her fa- 
ther trying to rescue her from a sick cult."’ 

Why the car was locked, | don’t know, 
but it added to our difficulties as Sonny 
fumbled with the key and held on to John 
at the same time. Finally, Joe and Frank 
got Kate into the backseat, 

Sonny squeezed behind the wheel as | 
held John back. The front passenger door 
was still locked as | detached myself from 
John and grabbed my suitcase. At last the 
door was kicked open by Sonny, and | 
threw my sultcase in. | turhed for the atta- 
ché case in time to see John grab it and 
sprint down the court toward the motel 
registry office on West Colfax, 

| had started after him—the address 
book was an absolute blueprint for the po- 
lice to track us down—when Sonny 
screamed at me, “Write it off, goddamn it! 
We've got maybe two minutes before a ra- 
dio car gets here!’ 

Spinning the wheels, Sonny swung the 
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car away from the motel. He slowed and 
kept to the speed limit, turning left, then 
right, then left as we eased away from the 
Ramada Inn. Kate was held by Frank and 
Joe, | looked for road signs. “Do you 
know where we are?" Sonny asked, 

“Where are the maps?” | asked 

“Don't have any." 

Sighing, | rummaged through my suit- 
case, which was under my feet, and found 
the maps | had stashed there the night be- 
fore | left Paris. 

it was twenty minutes before we saw a 
toad marker, and | realized we were head- 
ing south toward Pueblo. | asked Sonny to 
pull off the highway, and | jumped out to 
wipe the snow and mud off the license 
plates; covered plates might draw the at- 
tention of curious cops. | was aware of be- 
ing a solid middle-class lawbreaker. Not 
only was the Moon cult destroying Kate, 
but it had forced me into the role of a crimi- 
nal, Lord knows how many felonies | had 
committed back in the motel, but it was 
academic; | didn’t care. 

Sonny asked me if | thought we could 
make it to Wilkes-Barre from Denver. 

“Let's make Cheyenne first. Maybe we 
can hole up there in a motel and wait for 


the others," | said, knowing that this plan 
was’ remote. We were hot. If. Kate 
screamed in the motel. . . | lighted yet an- 


other cigarette and castigated myself for 
letting John get away with the attaché 
case. 


At least it wasn't snowing. We were be- 
tween blizzards, the road was clear, and 
Sonny kept the speed at a steady fifty-five 
miles per hour, Itwas now 10:30 PM., and | 
wondered what Cheyenne would be like, 
hoping there was an enormous motel with 
rooms far from the registry office. My be- 
loved daughter, a stranger to me, slept. 


Kate was deprogrammed in Chicago by 
three former Moonies. For the’ first three 
days she would not listen to anything they 
said, She even tried to escape through a 
small window. But getting much-needed 
sleep and not being lectured by cult au- 
thorities ‘to go sell and pay for her sins'* 
made it possible for her to calm down and 
take a look at the facts about Moon. 

When Kate realized that maybe Mr. 
Moon was not the Messiah, or present- 
day Christ, she immediately felt that she 
did not have to beg on the streets for him 
anymore, She returned to Paris, over- 
Joyed to live with her family and find a bet- 
ter meaning for her existence. 

But the problems of missing her friends 
in the cult or responding to cult program- 
ming were with her for several months. 
Her therapy was, in part, to write and talk 
about her cult experiences. Kate also 
worked for four months helping to depro- 
gram and rehabilitate others victimized, as 
she was, by the extreme closed-minded- 
ness of a cult. She now attends college in 
upstate New York.O+—- 
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JOHN HOLMES IN ACTION 


115 392 John Holmes and the All- 
I Star Sex Queens shows the fabu- 
lously hung John with Candy 
Samples, Uschi Digart, Kitten 
Nativadad, Keli Stewart, Serena, 
I Valerie Clarke, Bobbie Hall in ac- 
tual scenes from six XXX flicks. 
240 color and b&w pix. $6.00 
15 393 Casanova—See the tool 
| that made Casanova'a conquests 
possible and the girls who tried to 
Lise it up. Plus, John and Serena 
| doing it all and 200 girls with tits 
to match the size of John's hot 
rod. 48 py color and b&w, 
B'/2x11", $10.00 
C394 Hard John/Hard Candy- 
[ven two gorgeous girls at once 
| Fede no match for Superstud in 
their beauty shop or back home. 
[ Then, John plays a detective who 
shows Candy Samples his private 
dick, And finally, watch Candy 
[devour her young neighbor. 
I 6%4x914". 54 pgs. $12.50 


ORAL SEX 


15 383 oraity Yours—From a pro 
[hooker to a young girl devouring 
hey eerdener’s tool, 192 pages 
full of color and b&w photos of 
oral sex at the office, in groups, 
between girls, incestuously, inter- 
Dracially, etc. 51x75". $4.95 
1 384 Sucking Candy—Candy 
Samples, that is. Chock full of the 
Evrorid’s breast queen mouthing 
| off the president of her fan club. 
Then he finds out that Candy is 
more than_a mouthful. 48 pgs., 
BY:x 11". $6.00 
(1.385 Oral Madness leads to 
Devery kind of-sex as a liquor store 
Jowner licks his. customers and 
takes a licking in return. Three 
hot film “reviews in pictures” 
complete the action. 36 pg 
8/211", full color. $12.50 
(1 386 Oral Satisfaction—Fresh 
[y2une models show you how they 
perform cunnilingus and fellatio 
[through a hammock, in a barber's 
[ Fai in a car seat, and at the 
beach. Wait 'til you see girls with 
pigtails, tattoos, feathers and 
more, perform oral sex acts you 
Enever dreamed possible! 100 
J ful-color pes. 82x11", $25,00 


1 GAY/LES/BI 
9.395 Lesbian Lovers shows 
more than 200 girls turning on 
Tairls with their teasing tongues 
pert snappy vaginas. Women's 
pleasure; with tongues, touch, 
caresses, fingers, toys and more, 
pe 1". 48 pgs. $6.00 
C 3% Ball Busters is about hand- 
some Chris, hung Vic and pas- 
Piionate Curt around the poo, in 


re page * 


bed, on the grass, in the shower, 
each other! 8x10!/2". 88 pgs. 
full color. $12.50 
Ip 398 The Initiation will initiate 
jou into the world of total sexual- 
ity. See two young couples make 
Deverythin happen, in full-color: 
fuerte 
Be ot netcetay Pate web Baca, 


We can't show you the pictures from the sex books 
we're offering here—they are that hot—but we guaran- 
tee your complete satisfaction or your money back, no 
questions asked! These books represent the most ex- 
plicit erotica ever published here and in Europe. That's 
why you MUST sign the age certification line and state- 
ment or your order cannot be processed. 

As an extra bonus with your order, you get a color cata- 
logue of other exciting steamy sex picture-books and 


products FREE! 


To order, just check off the books you want, sign where 
required, tear out this entire page and mail it to us now! 


2ist Century Products, Inc. 
2108 Lakeland 


1. Dept, HMJ205 
Ave. Ronkonkoma, N.Y. 11779 


Enclosed is my check or money order (Add $1.50 per book for p&h, N.¥. 
residents add sales tax). Please rush me the book | have checked in a 
plain wrapper. If | am not satisfied, for any reason, | can return them 
within 30 days for a prompt refund of my purchase price. no questions 


asked. Total enclosed: $ 


Check boxes, send entire page 


NOTICE: Signature required for order to be shipped! 


3 of age of one. | am punch 


GROUP SEX 


0 407 Insertion—sex at its pene- 
trating best! All-color photo- 
graphs of all the ways to enter a 
woman two piping-hot 
women at once . _ . voyeurs 
top, side, and bottom positions 
. insertion in chairs, on the 
carpet, in bed, outdoors. 100 
color pages. 8'/2x11"—the most 
"in" book ever! $25.00 
(C 408 SEXsations—Don't miss 
sex on a crutch as 2 girls overcum 
his handicap. Plus close-up shots 
in full-color of lots of 3-way sex, 
young girls with older partners 
taking it in every way possible, 
and beautiful girls allowing their 
partners to climax all over them in 
100 pages 8'/2x 11" orgiastic sex- 
ual action. $25.00 


CREME DE LA CREAM 


0 387 Girts Who Eat Cream—Ina 
swimming pool, on a ball field, 
even just in bed, these girls like 
the joy of love all aver their|faces: 
192 pgs. 5¥x7%", $4.95 

C 389 Climax Lovers—At Fantasy 
Whorehouse, two dance hall girls 
stick a cowboy's six-gun into every 
one of their holsters. Then, a furry 
pussy complete with ears and tail 
laps up her tiger's milk again and 
again. 76 color pgs., 8x 10%", 
$8.50 

1 390 Cream of the Crop— 
You've never seen so much cream 
rise to the top and spill into and 
onto so many places before. 160 
full-color photos of beautiful in- 
ternational sex stars show you 
how they milk it, pasteurize it, 
and homogenize it, all at the 
same time! 100 pgs. 8'/2x11" 


25.00 
$b oP nebo, 17 a 


1 403 Swat! Spanking picture 
stories showing crime and pun- 
ishment with bare hands, shoes, 
and paddles, on acres of juicy, 
tender derrieres. 48 graphic 
8¥/2x 11" pages. $6.00 

[1 404 Shaved Review bares all, 
shaved smooth and nude. You see 
the lathering, the shaving, the 
rinsing, and the fantastic views! 
84 pages. 81x 10%" $10.00 


(1 405 Hard S/M—100 full-color 
pages show the tormenting de- 
lights of duos and trios in leather, 
sucking and biting until it hurts. 
Plus leashing, bondage, masked 
sex, whipping and beating, ee 
sin ee Sex! 8'/2x11". 
Of 


2 
SPECIALTY DELIVERY 

(1) 399 Breast Bangers shows how 
weil hung men can use young fe- 
male breasts as tools of ecstasy! 
Not just foreplay! 80 all-color 
8'/2x11" pages of blondes, bru- 
nettes, blacks, whites doing it on 
their chests! $25.00 

[1.401 Ass Masters gives you a 
100-page, all-color, rear entry 
view of men and women loving it 
anally in every possible way and 
location; the bathtub, the floor, 
the bed, etc,, etc. Intersexual, in- 
terracial—as long as it's ass 
you're after, this is the book! 
B'x11", $25.00 

0 402 Double-Up—Crystal 
Dawn, Seka, Vanessa del Rio, 
Merle Michaels making love with 
2 studs in two places at the same 
time, or squeezing into 1 place! 
Terrific close-ups, incredible vari- 
ations, amazing sexual feats. 100 
blazing color pages. 8'/2x11", 


pix too \\W\ to show you here! 


* To order, check boxes, send entire 


SEKA DOES IT ALL! 


1 260 Erotic World— Seka does I 
her thing, his thing, their things § 
from every angle and position 
using every trickin the book(and 

a few new ones) toreachclimax 
after climax with a man,a wo- 
man,a couple, two women and 1 
some toys, and two men who use | 
her as a toy. 100, 8 ll 
full-color pages. $25.00 

(Co 643 Private Affairs— 100 blaz- 
ing full-color pages, graphical 
depicting Seka doing two pool 
men (in every way possible), lov: 
ing a lesbian, making it with an: 
other beauty and her Hollywood 
agent, practicing on the piano 
teacher in black lace, and throw- 
ing a bang-up surprise party with 
some friends. 81x11", $25.00. 


XxxFILMBooKs = I 
(599 Diamond Collection High- f 
lights Whether it's a rich old man I 
with a sweet young thing, a Swed: 
ish blond with a black stud, aff 
Black girl and her Sugar Daddy, or p 
a tattooed lady taking it all in, 
you'll see sex performed in every 
way . 48 pgs., B/2x11', $13.50 
414 Superstars Of Film—Su. I 
perstuds like John Seeman, Don jf 
Fernando, and R.J. Reynoldsdo it 
all to Seka, Blondie, Desiree, f 
Vanessa, Brook, Jessie, an 1 
more—like Kyoto and 2 friends 
performing Japanese style, Aunt 
Peg making her stud cry “uncle’’ 
Lisa de Leeuw with a girl and 
boy together. See 2-in-I,1- in-2, 
and every other combo in 100, 
8x11" color pages, $25.00. 


BIZARRE I 

(C416 TY. in Rubber—Transsex- 
ual Toni has beautiful breasts, 
long legs, and male genitals. b 
Watch this She-Male teach her | 
love slave, Steve, about the joy’ 
and the pain of rubber panties, 
leather whips, and spiked heels. 
48 pes, 82x11", $6.0 
655 She-Male Encounters — 
See Sultry Sylvia fool the blond g 
pool man into becoming her 
slave. By the time he finds “the 

She-Male Sylvia is his 
master, Then watch Carnal Cand: 
punish her transvestite maid, 
Edith, into loving submission. 8 
incredible XXX es in blazing I 
color. 8V5x11", $25.00. I 


FROM EUROPE 
3 unexpurgated XXX photo mags § 
in full-color showing young 
models performing incredibly 
explicit sexual acts. I 
(0410 Sexy M—From the Con 
noisseur Series, in 4 languages. 
hot pix 64 pgs.67/ex 9%", $10.00, 
(0 411 Pleasure—88 pages o 
XXX fantasies in blazing color that I 
will make you come toecstasy. ff 
6¥/ex9%e", $15.00 
C 413 Blasen—Blasen means 
blowing. These 132 pages will ff 
blow more than your mind. The 
hottest sex from Germany in de- 
luxe 67x 10" format. $25.00 
ee ee a 


totum 
and light smiles! 
Full fund i 


you don't agree. 
‘your favorite 


“The incredible HEAD™ just $29.95 plus $2.50 
shipping Ca res. add 6% Make check or money order 
to: NEICO 555 Pier Ave, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254 


Accept our Free 
Sexual Aid Catalog 


(You have nothing to lose 
but your inhibitions.) 


At Stamford Hygienic, we recognize what 
sex researchers have long known...that 
sexual aids are a perfectly normal, healthy 
way to realize one’s full sexual potential. 

Please examine our 40 pg, color catalog at 
your leisure. We promise you products of the 
highest quality available in the world today 
Your name will be held in strict confidence 
and never sold to any other company 


Send Now And Receive Your Free French Tickler 
Please send me your catalog of sexual aids in your 
discreet envelope, Lam over 
{_) 40 Pe. “For Lovers On! 
Please send Free French Tickler with Catalog. 


Name 
Address 
City 

State 


Stamford Hygienic. 


Dept. PP-20, P.O. Box 932, Stamford, CT 06904 


zipper tre 
dotuchable 
garters. and 
fully. con: 
toured cups 
(Sizes 92-38 
Bor G cup,} 


$4900 


See yourself in quality, with a structuied fit that 
gives you the Ultimate Female Look: 


Complete your Gold Lame Collection... 

“G" String Lame, (S)M,L) $10 

Nylon Lame and Lave Bra, (32-38, B,C) $21 
Garter Belt—Lame trimmed inbiack lace, (5,M,L) $16 
French Cut Bikini—Lamé, (S,M,L) $11 

Waist Gincher—Lamé with detachable 
(S/M(L.XL) $32 

Le Bourget Stockings {rom 
fichly feminine, Black, White or 


garters, 


soll, silky and 
ish, (S.M.L.XL) $1t 


TO ORDER: Send name, address and signature with 
your check, money order, Visa or Mastor Card number 
bank #) and expiration date to: 
CASSANDRA: 
1001 "J" Bridgeway #304, Sausalito, CA 94965 


‘Add $2.50 postage and handling CA residents add 
5% sales tax. Allow 4-6 weeks lor delivery. 


CONTINUED FROM PAG 


my face, and | kept telling my wife that | 
understood. She then informed me that 
this and more would occur at least weekly 
so that | would make no mistake about 
who was the boss and that | had to agree 
to everything. | did 

Following all of this, my wife stripped 
got on the bed in front of me, and removed 
the dildo from my (| almost. or- 
gasmed). She then took the clothespins 
off my nipples. She began to tell me that 
there would also be other duties to be per- 
formed from now on that could not be ne- 
glected. | was told to start licking her cunt, 
which | did very eagerly. | must've been 
ealing her for about thirty minutes, and | 
started to get up, but she let me know that! 
would be informed when she had had 
enough. 

After about another thirly minutes of 
great pleasure my wife got up, untied one 
of my legs, and instructed me to lie on my 
back, She then climbed onto my erect pe- 
nis, and we screwed ourselves silly. Later 
on she sat on my face and made me clean 
the come from her cunt and bring her off 
one more time. 

lam now more attentive to my beautiful 
wife, and things around the house are all 
neat and clean. Twice a week I'm disci- 
plined to a point where | know my place 
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and responsibilities. The truth is that | love 
it. Our love life is also run by my wife, and 
there is never a dull moment—Name and 
address withheld 


She'll be back 

Last week | was in my favorite lover's city 
on business bul could stay only one night, 
so he said he would plan a very special 
evening 

Paul is six feet three inches tall, muscu- 
lar, with not an ounce of fat, tan, and dark- 
haired with a well-kept beard, | am a petite 
five foot four inches with a tiny waist and 
apple-sized breasts, fair-skinned, and 
blond. 

When | arrived at his house he met me at 
the door, wearing only his jockey shorts. 
He kissed me passionately, carried me 
inlo his bedroom, and tenderly caressed 
my'hungry body through my dress. "Take 
off your clothes,” he said and sat back to 
watch, 

As | pulled my dress over my head and 
stepped oul of my panties, Paul mastur- 
bated, | love to watch him do this, | strad- 
died his legs and began to suck his hot 
cock into my throat, as deeply as it would 
fit in. | slowly pulled it out until my tongue 
touched its head, up and down, slowly fin- 
gering my pussy as he rubbed my breasts, 

Suddenly he pulled my face up to his 
and kissed me, then said, “Open your 
cunt for me,’ | sat up, still straddling him 
with my knees wide apart, and pulled my 


cunt lips open with my fingers. He pushed 
his eight inches into my “tight little cunt,”* 
and we began to fuck slowly, deliberately, 
feeling each sensation as he entered and 
slid out again and again. As our fucking 
grew more intense, he abruptly pulled out 
of me, saying, ‘| don'twant to come in you 
yet," and he laid me on my back and be- 
gan licking my pussy. 

No one gives head like Paul, He gently, 
slowly, licks me. | love to watch his dark 
beard tangled in my blond pubes. Soon 4 
was pressing my cunt into his face and 
coming as he sucked me. He moved back 
up to my face and kissed me, and | tasted 
my own juices. Then, lying on top of me, 
he pushed his cock into my cunt again and 
fucked me harder than before, | wrapped 
my legs around his back and met his 
thrusts. | was coming again, moaning 
loudly, and he came with me, noisily, filling 
me with hot, creamy come, 

During our love talk he said, "Do you 
want to know what | have planned? | 
thought we would grab a bile to eal, and 
then I'll take you to a very private club, 
where I'll fuck you in front of lots of peo- 
ple.” 

| found this prospect exciting although 
frightening. | started rubbing my body as | 
sat on top of him. His cock crept up 
against my thigh, and | guided it into my 
cuntagain. He placed my hands on my tits 
and told me to play with them while he 
controlled the rhythm of my hips, “Would 


CODEN GORLS 


FILMS * MAGS x VIDEO 
An Explicit New Series of Sizzling Adult Erotica 


Here at last! The classy, sophisticated girls you want in total, graphic, uncensored 
lovemaking. Delectable visions like Jennie, with numerous appearances in top 
men's mags, display their enchanting looks, perfect bodies, and inflamed passions in 
close-ups of actual oral sex and breathtaking penetrations. 

Sharp, cinemagraphic photography, imaginative male/female sex, and stunning 
sensuality are combined for sensational releases (Films 11 & 28 feature women only). 
Every product here is 100% guaranteed. 
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‘ANGELO DUNDEE WITH MUHAMMAD ALI 


Since the dawn of his creation, man has worshiped tits, And rightly so, 
for the bounties of the breast are wondrous and many. In tender infancy the breast 
gives man the very sustenance of life, and in manhood, the breast gives him 
something to diddle with during commercials. Mastomythology is a relatively new 
field—just invented, in fact, by author Nick Tosches. In this special appreciation of 
the female form, Tosches takes a long, hard look at tits and discovers that, yes, 
every woman has two. But no man can get enough. 


STEPHEN KING. 


What does our number-one purveyor of horror (his 
books include The Shining and Cujo) think of newspaper headlines like “Baby 
Frozen in Refrigerator" or ‘Mom Nails Kid to Door’’? “Love it! Love it!’ says King. 
“Tabloids appeal to everything that is sleazy in my nature.’ And what about 
screen violence? ‘It's not going to make me feel good, but | want to see what's 
there." And the Bible? "The best horror stories ever written." And, of course, 
“Penthouse Forum" letters? “| would say that ninety percent of them are 
healthy.” Thanks, Steve. 


Today one out of every three adults in this country 
is single. Some 50 million people have decided to remain unmarried, and the 
number is ever-growing, To examine this revolution in life-style, a new study, 
Singles; The New Americans (to be published by Simon and Schuster), presents 
the first nationwide representative survey of singles in the United States. Three 
thousand people were questioned in a scientific selection by Marketing and Re- 
search Counselors, Inc., and authors Jacqueline Simenauer and David Carroll, 
Their findings on the sex lives of single Americans are published in Penthouse for 
the first time anywhere. 


During the last two decades, much of the United 
States has been lost to a silent, invading army—an army, not of tanks and sol- 
diers, but of billions of foreign dollars used to buy up everything from shopping 
centers to oil equipment companies. Although foreign direct investment in the 
U.S, is now officially estimated at over $70 billion, Penthouse contributing editor 
Ernest Volkman writes that the real sum is very much higher, because of an official 
government policy of covert support for such investments. But, more important, 
this money, most of which comes from the Arab oil countries, could give its own- 
ers extraordinary control over American foreign and domestic policy. 


Angelo Dundee, who's been the manager or trainer for 
eleven world champions, including Muhammad Ali and Sugar Ray Leonard, is a 
‘sports legend, Whether he’s working with a natural, "'strictly home cooking" fight- 
er like Ray or trying to keep control of Ali, whose “gimmick-era”’ stunts changed 
the world of boxing, Dundee—’ ‘part doctor, part engineer, part psychologist, and 
sometimes an actor’'—prides himself on getting ‘the best out of what's there’’ 
and, in this exclusive article written with veteran sportswriter Vic Ziegel, he lets us 


know how he does it.Ot+—4_ 


you like to do this in front of other peo- 
ple?” he asked, and | said, “Maybe.” 

We pumped harder, and | pinched my 
nipples and could hold outno longer-Hfell 
on his chest, coming, yelling as he shoved 
himself into me faster, deeper,. and then 
exploded in me again, his come overflow- 
ing in my cunt. 

We slept for an hour, then began to 
dress to leave, | was very nervous as we 
drove to the club, but a’stiff drink when we 
got there calmed me down alittle. Then we 
wentto the lockers—nudity is required be- 
yond the bar. People around us were tak- 
ing off their clothes, and | was hesitant but 
Paul insisted | go ahead and undress in 
front of them, 

We joined a number of couples in a hot 
tub. Everyone was enjoying the view of 
each other's sexuality, and | was relieved 
by the friendliness and lack of tension in 
the group. Next, Paul and | went into a 
room with mattresses all over the floor and 
a pornographic movie showing. We lay 
near the front. With my back to nearly ev- 
eryone in the room, | could imagine that | 
was not in a public place, 

We kissed and Paul slid his leg between 
my legs. He was getting quite turned on by 
watching everyone fuck. He pulled me 
away from the wall, and placing me on my 
back with a pillow under my hips, he en- 
tered me. He could see other couples 
fucking, and consequently they got full 
view of his chest and my breasts and his 
cock appearing and disappearing in me, 
although | didn't know it 

My discomfort at being ‘“‘on stage’* 
turned to pleasure as he fucked me. He 
pumped faster, | yelled, and he yelled, and 
then he poured hot jism into me. 

We relaxed for a while and watched 
couples sucking each other and four peo- 
ple all tangled up together. Then we en 
tered another room full of mattresses, with 
transparent cotton fabric hanging be- 
tween them. 

Paul sucked me and then made me sit 
on his reawakened cock and rub my tits 
while he watched the activities around us. 
He moved me up and down, and | reached 
behind me and fondled his balls. The cou: 
ple on the mattress next to us crossed un: 
der the fabric hanging between our beds. 
They began rubbing my legs and ass and 
it felt great, but | was afraid 

Throughout the night other couples 
wanted to fuck with us, but | could never 
quite overcome my fear. | knew that Paul 
really wanted to fuck other women and 
watch other men fuck me, and he really 
believed | would enjoy it. Looking back 
now, | think he was right, but one of the 
reasons I'l] be willing to do it next time is 
that he didn't pressure me this time. 
Name and address withheld O+-q 


For more provocative, stimulating, and 
controversial letters, read the exciting Fo- 
rum Magazine now on sale at your news- + 
stand, or, for this month's copy, send $2.50 
to Forum: Magazine, P.O. Box 358, Belle- 
ville, New Jersey 07109. 
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= Why settle for champagne? 


Despite new low tar bi 
Box-—less than 0.0: 


Box: Less than 
Soft Pac! 


tie 


MISS SHARON AXLEY/PENTHOUSE PET OF THE MONTH 


